THE 


HISTORY 

O  F 

KING  LEAR. 

As  it  Is  performed  at  the 

THEATRE  ROYAL 

IN,,  ■ 

CO  VENT  GARDEN, 

AND 

Altered  by  •      OR  GE '  COLNl ANi  Efq. 

DUBLIN: 
Printed  for  JAMES  HOEY,  and  JOHNEXSHAW, 

Bookfellers. 

MDCCLXVIII. 


(2  ? 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


I  AHE  Tragedy  of  Lear  is  defervediy 
X     celebrated  among  the  dramas  of 
Shakefpeare.    There  is,  perhaps,  no  play 
which  keeps  the  attention  fo  ftrongly  fix- 
ed;  which  fo  much  agitates  our  pailioiiS; 
and  interefts  our  curiofity.    The  artf\il 
"  invokuions  of  diftinft  interefts,  the  ftrik- 
"  ing  oppofitlon  of  contrary  characters,  the 
fudden  changes  of  fortune,  and  the  quick 
"  fuccefficn  of  events,  fill  the  mind  wiih  a 
perpetual  tumuk  of  indignation,  pity,  and 
*^hope.    Txhere  is  no  fcene  v/hich  does  not 
"  contribute  to  the  aggravation  of  the  dif- 
trefs,  or  condu6t  of  the  adlion;  and  fcarce 
a  line  which  does  not  conduce  to  the  pro- 
grefs  of  the  fcene.    So  powerful  is  the 
current  of  the  poet's  imagination,  that  the 
mind,  which  once  ventures  within  it,  is 
hurried  irrefiflibly  along." 
Such  is  die  decifion  of  Dr.  Johnibn  on  the 
Lear  of  Shakefpeare.    Yet  Tate,  with  all 
this  treafure  before  him,  confidered  it  as; 
^'  a  heap  of  jewels  unftrung,  and  unpolifn- 
ed;"  and  refolved,  "  out  of  zeal  for  aU 
the  remains  of  Shakefpeare,"  to  new-mo- 
del the  ftory.    Having  formed  this  refoluti- 
on,  "  it  was  my  good  fortune  (fays  he)  to 
light  on  one  expedient  to  rectify  what  was 
wanting  in  the  Regularity  and  probability 
of  the  tale^  which  was  to  run  tnrough  the 
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whole,  a  /(^-u^  betwixt  Edgar  and  Corde- 
lia,  that  never  changed  word  with  each 
other  in  the  original.    This  renders  Cor- 
delia's  indifference,  and  her  father's  paffi- 
on,  in  the  firfl:  fcene,  probable.    It  like- 
"  wife  gives  countenance  to  Edg^ar's  dif- 
giiife,  making  that  a  generous  defign,  that 
was  before  a  poor  ftiift  to  fave  his  life. 
''The  diftrefs   of  the  ftory  is  evidently 
"  heightened  by  it;  and  it  particularly  gave 
*'  occafion  to  a  new  fcene  or  tv/o,  of  more 
''  foccefs  perhaps  than  merit/' 

Now  this  very  expedient  of  a  love  betwixt 
Edgar  and  Cordelia,  on  which  Tate  felici- 
tates himfelf,  feemed  to  me  to  be  one  of  the 
capita!  objefticns  to  his  alteration:  for  even 
fappcfing  that  it  rendered  Cordelia's  indiffe- 
rence to  her  father  more  probable  (an  indif- 
ference v/hich  Shakefpeare  has  no  where  im- 
plied), it  afiigns  a  very  poor  motive  for  it ; 
fo  that  what  Edgar  gains  on  the  fide  of  ro- 
mantick  generofity,  Cordelia  lofes  on  tliat  of 
real  virtue.  The  diftrefs  of  the  ffory  is  fo 
far  from  being  heightened  by  it,  that  it  has 
diffufed  a  languor  and  infipidity  over  all  the 
fcenes  of  the  play  from  v/hich  Lear  is  ab- 
fent ;  for  which  I  appeal  to  the  fenfations  of 
the  numerous  audiences,  with  which  the 
play  has  been  honoured  ;  and  had  the  fcenes 
been  affecl:ingly  written,  they  would  at  leafl 
l  ave  divided  our  feelings,  jvhich  Shakefpeare 
has  attached  aimoft  entirely  to  Lear  and 
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Cordelia,  in  their  parental  and  filial  capaci- 
ties; thereby  producing  palTages  infinitely 
more  tragick  than  the  embraces  of  Cordelia 
and  the  ragged  Edgar,  which  would  have 
appeared  too  ridiculous  for  reprefentation, 
had  they  not  been  mixed  and  incorporated 
with  fome  of  the  fineft  fcenes  of  Shakefpeare. 

Tate,  in  whofe  days  love  was  tlie  foul  of 
Tragedy  as  well  as  Comedy,  was,  however^ 
fo  devoted  to  intrigue,  that  he  has  not  only 
given  Edmund  a  palTion  for  Cordelia,  but 
has  injudicioufly  amphfied  on  his  criminal 
commerce  with  Gonerill  and  Regan,  which 
is  the  moft  difgufting  part  of  the  original. 
The  Rev.  Dr.  Warton  has  doubted,  whe- 
"  ther  the  cruehy  of  the  daughters  is  not 
painted  with  circumftances  too  favage  and 
unnatural*,"  even  by  Shakefpeare  Still, 
however,  in  Shakefpeare,  fome  motives  for 
their  condudl  are  aiTigned;  but  as  Tate  has 
conducted  that  part  of  the  fable,  they  are 
equally  cruel  and  vinnatural,  without  the 
poet's  afligning  any  motive  at  all. 

In  all  thefe  circumftances,  it  is  generally 
agreed,  that  Tate's  alteration  is  for  the 
worfe;  and  his  King  Lear  would  probably 
have  quitted  the  ftage  long  ago,  had  not  the 
poet  made  "  the  tale  conclude  in  a  fuccefe 

to  the  innocent  diftreffed  perfons."  Even 
in  the  cataftrophe  he  has  incurred  the  cen* 
fure  of  Addifon:  but  "  in  the  prefent  cafe^ 

"  fays 
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fays  Dr.  Johpfon,  the  publick  has  decided, 
and  Cordelia,  from  the  time  of  Tate,  has 
always  retired  with  vidory  and  felicity." 

To  reconcile  the  cataftrophe  of  Tate  to 
the  ftory  of  Shakefpeare,  was  the  firft  grand 
objeft  which  I  propofed  to  myfelf  in  this  al- 
teration; thinking  it  one  of  the  principal 
duties  of  my  fituation,  to  render  every  dra- 
ma fubraitted  to  the  publick,  as  confiftent 
and  rational  an  entertainment  as  poffible. 
In  tliis  kind  of  employment,  one  peribn  can- 
not do  a  great  deal ;  yet  if  every  Diredtor  of 
the  Theatre  will  endeavour  to  do  a  little, 
the  Stage  will  every  day  be  improved,  and 
become  more  v/orthy  attention  and  encou- 
ragem.ent.  Romeo,  Cymbeline,  Every  Man 
in  his  Humour,  have  long  been  refined  from 
the  drofs  that  hindered  them  from  being  cur- 
rent with  the  publick;  and  I  have  now  en- 
deavoured to  purge  the  tragedy  of  Lear  of 
the  alloy  of  Tate,  which  has  fo  long  been 
fufFcred  to  debafe  it. 

The  utter  improbability  of  Glocefter's 
imagining,  though  blind,    that  he  had 
leaped  down  Dover  Cliff,"  has  been  juftl}- 
cenfured  by  Dr.  Warton*;  and  in  the  re- 
prefentation  it  is  flill  more  liable  to  objec-^ 
tion  than  in  print.   I  have  therefore,  without 
fcruple,  omitted  it,  preferving,  however,  at 
die  fame  time,  that  celebrated  defcription  of 
the  Cliff  in  the  mouth  of  Edgar.   The  put- 
ting 
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ting  out  Glocefler's  eyes  is  alfo  fo  unpleafing 
a  circumftance,  that  I  would  have  altered  it, 
ifpoflible;  but,  upon  examination,  it  ap- 
peared to  be  fo  clofely  interwoven  with  the 
fable,  that  I  durft  not  venture  to  change  it. 
I  had  once  fome  idea  of  retaining  the  cha- 
racter of  the  fool ;  JDUt  though  Dr.  Warton 
has  very  truly  obferved  *,    that  the  poet 
has  fo  well  condudled  even  the  natural  jar- 
gonof  the  beggar,  and  thejeftingsof  the 
fool,  which  in  other  hands  muft  have  funk 
into  burlefque,  that  they  contribute  to 
^'heighten  the  pathetick;"  yet,  after  the 
moft  ferious  confideration,  I  was  convinced 
that  fuch  a  fcene  "  would  fink  into  burlefque'' 
in  the  reprefentation,  and  would  not  be  en- 
dured on  the  modern  ftage. 
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LEAR,  King  of  Britain,  Mr. 
King  of  P'rance,  Mr, 
3Duke  of  Burgundy,  Mr. 
Duke  of  Cornwall,  Mr. 
Duke  of  Albany,  Mr. 
Earl  of  Glocefter,  Mr. 
Earl  of  Kent,  Mr. 
Edgar,  fon  to  Glocefter,  Mr. 
Edmund,  baftard  fon  to  Glocefter,  Mr. 
Doftor, 

Steward  to  GonerlH, 
Captain, 

Old  Man,  tenant  to  Glocefter, 
Herald, 

Servant  to  Cornwall, 


Mr. 
Mr. 
Mr. 
Mr. 
Mr. 
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PowelL 

Davis. 

Lewis. 

Gardner. 

Hull. 

Gibfon. 
Clarke. 
Smith. 
Benfley. 

Redman, 

Culhing. 
WIgnelK 
Hallam. 
Holtom. 
T.  Smith. 


Gonerlll, 
Regan 
Cordelia, 


liaJ 


datigliters  to  Lear, 


Mrs.  Stephens, 
Mrs.  Du-Bellamy, 
Mrs.  Yates. 


Knights  attending  on  the  King,  Officers,  MelTengers, 
Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 


SCENE,  Bkitain. 


KING  LEAR. 


A    C   T  I. 


SCENE,    rhe  King's  Palace. 

Enter  Kent,  Glocefter,  and  Edmund  the  Bafcard. 
Kent. 

I Thought  tlie  Kiiig  had  more  afFe<5led  the  Duke  of 
Albany  than  Cornwall. 

Glo,  It  did  always  leem  fo  to  us :  but  now  in  the 
diviiion  of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not  v/hicli  of  the 
Dukes  he  values  moil. 

Kent,  Is  not  this  your  fon,  my  lord? 

Glo.  His  breeding,  fir,  hath  been  at  my  cliarge. 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Glo,  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  had,  indeed, 
a  fon  for  her  cradle,  ere  fhe  had  a  hulband  for  her 
bed.    Do  you  fmell  a  fault } 

Kent,  1  cannot  wifli  the  fault  undone,  the  ifiue  of 
it  being  fo  proper. 

Glo.  But  I  have  a  fon,  fir,  by  order  of  law,  fome 
year  elder  than  this,  who  is  yet  iio  dearer  in  my  ac- 
count.   Do  you  know  this  nobleman,  Edmund  i 
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Edm.  No,  my  lord. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Kent  ^  

Reniember  him  hereafter  as  niy  honourable  friend. 
Edm.  My  fervices  to  your  lordlliip. 
Kent.  I  mull  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  better. 
Edm.  Sir,  I  fliall  ftudy  your  deferving. 

trumpets Jound^  uuithin, 

Gh,  The  King  is  coming. 

Scerie  opensy  and  difcovers  King  Lear,  Cornwall,  Al- 
bany, Gonerill,  Regan,  Cordelia,  and  Attendants^ 

-Lear.  Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy, 
Glo'fter. 

Glo.  I  fhall,  my  liege.         .  [Exit. 
Lear.  Mean  time  we  iliall  exprefs  our  darker  pur- 
pofe : 

Give  me  the  map  here.    Know,  we  have  divided. 
In  three,  our  kingdom  ;  and  'tis  our  faft  intent. 
To  iliake  all  cares  and  bufinefs  from  our  age  ; 
Conferring  them  on  younger  ftrengths,  while  we 
Unburthen'd  crawl  tow'rd  death.  Our  fon  of  Cornwall, 
And  ycu,  our  no  lefs  ioving  fon  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  conftant  will  to  publifli 
Our  daughters  fev'ral  dow'rs,  that  future  ftrife 
JVlay  he  prevented  now.    The  princes  France  and 
Burgundy, 

-Great  rivals  in  our  younger  daughter's  love, 
Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  am'rous  fojourn, 
And  here  are  to  be  anlwer'd.    Tell  me,  daughters^ 
V/hich  of  you,  fhall  we  fay,  doth  love  us  m.ofi.? 
That  we  our  largeft  bounty  may  extend, 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge, -Gonerill, 
Our  eldeft  born,  fpeak  firft. 

Gon.  I  love  you,  fk. 
Dearer  than  eye-fight,  fpace,  and  liberty.; 
Beyond  what  can  be  valu'd,  rich  or  rare ; 
No  lefs  than  life,  \w\i\\  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour; 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  ot  father  found. 
A;love  that  makes  breath  poor,  -and  fpeech  unable, 
Beyocd  all  manner  of  fo  much  I  love  you. 


K  I  N  G    L  E  A  R.  ^ 
Cor.  What  fliall.  Cordelia  do  ?  love,  and  be  filenr. 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  ev'n  from  this  line  to 
this, 

With  ihadowy  forefts  and  v/ith  champions  ricli  d. 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-lkirted  iiieads, 
We  iTiake  thee  lady.    To  thine  and  Albany's  ilTue 
Be  this  perpetual. — What  fays  our  fecond  daughter, 
Our  deareft  Regan,  wife  of  Cornwall?  fpealc. 

Reg.  Tm  made  of  that  felf  mould,  as  is  my  filler. 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth,  in  my  true  heart. 
I  find,  fhe  names  my  very  deed  of  love  r, 
Only  fhe  comes  too  fhort:  that  I  profefs 
Myfelf  an  enemy  to  ail  othet  joys,- 
Than  your  dear  Highnefs'  love. 

Cor.  Then  poor  Cordelia!  ^Aftdt-j 
And  yet  not  fo,  fince,  I  am  fure  my  love's 
More  pond'rous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee,  and  thine,  hereditary  ever,-. 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom; 
No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,  and  pleafure, 
Than  that  conferr'd  on  Gonerill. — Now  our  joy, 
Although  our  laft,  not  leaft;.  to  whofe^young  love^ 
The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Burgundy, 
Strive  to  be  int'refs'd:  what  fay  you,  to  draw 
A  third,  more  opulent  than  your  fifiers  }  fpeak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear.  Nothing?: 

Cor.  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  can  come  of  notliing;  fpeak  again. 
Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth  :  I  love  your  Majefty 
According  to  my  bond,  no  more. nor  lefs. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia?  mend  your  fpeech  a 
^  little, 

Left  you  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  my  lord. 
You  gave  me  be-ing,  bred  me,.lov'd  me.  I 
Return  thofe  duties  back,  as  are  right  fit; 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  moft  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  fifters  hufbands,  if  thev  lay, 
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They  love  you,  all  ?  hap'Iy,  when  I  iTiail  wed. 
That  lord,  whole  hand  muft  take  my  plight,  fhall  carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care  and  duty-: 
'>iirc,  1  fhail  never  marry  like  my  fifters, 
i  o  iove  my  father  all. 

Le^ir.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Ltfir,  So  youDg,  and  fo  uniender  ? 

Cor.  So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Let  it  be  lb,  thy  truth  then  be  thy  dowef. 
For  by  the  facred  radiance  of  the  fun, 
The  myfleries  of  Hecate,  and  the  night. 
By  aii  the  operations  of  the  orbs, 
From  v.'hom  we  do  exill*  and  ceafe  to  be: 
Kere  Idi{ciaim  all  my  paternal  care, 
Propinquity,  and  property  of  blood, 
And  as  a  llranger  to  my  heart  and  me 
Hold  thee,  from  this,  for  ever. 

KerJ.  Good  my  Liege — 

Lear,  Peace,  Kent! 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath. 
I  lov'd  her  raoft,  and  thought  to  fet  my  reft 
On  her  kind  nurs'ry.    Hence,  avoid  my  fight!— 

[To  Cor. 

So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  ^ive 

Her  father's  heart  from  her ;  call  France,  who  ftirs  ? 

Call  Burgundy. — Cornwall  and  Albany, 

Vv  ith  my  two  daughters  dowers,  digeil:  the  third. 

Let  pride,  which  llie  calls  plainnefs,  marry  her. 

I  do  inveft  you  jcintly  v/ith  my  power, 

Pre!:emiiience,  and  ail  the  large  effects 

']\hat  troop  with  msjefty.    Curfelf  by  monthly  courfe,; 

With  refervation  of  an  hundred  knights. 

By  you  to  be  fultain'd,  ihall  our  abode 

Make  with  you-  by  due  terms :  only  retain 

The  name  and  all  th'  addition  to  a  kjng: 

The  fway,  revenue,  execution, 

Beloved  fons,  be  yours ;  which  to  confirm. 

This  coronet  part  between  you.    [Gi'ving  the  croixn. 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 
Whom  I  have  ever  honoured  as  my  king, 

Lov'J 
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Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  mafter  follov/d, 
And^as  my  patron  thought  on  in  my  pray'rs— 
Lear,  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from 
fliaft. 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart;  be  Kent  unmannerly, 
When  Lear  is  mad:  with  better  judgment  check 
This  hideous  raflmefs ;  with  my  life  I  anfwer. 
Thy  youngeft  daughter  does  not  love  thee  lead. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life  no  more! 

Kent.  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  a  gain  tl  thy  foes;  nor  fear  to  lofe  it, 
Thy  fafety  being  the  motive. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  fight  ! 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear.  . 

Lear.  Now  by  Apollo  

Kent.  Now  by  Apollo,  king, 
Thou  fwear'tl:  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O  vaflal !  mifcreant !  

[Laying  his  hand  on  his  j\v 

Alh.  Corn.  Dear  fir,  forbear. 

Kent.  Kill  thy  phyfician,  and  thy  feebeftovv 
Upon  thy  rank  difeafe  ;  revoke  thy  doom. 
Or  whilft  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
rU  tell  thee  thou  doft  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recreant! 
Since  thou  hail  fought  to  make  us  break  our  vow, 
To  come  betwixt  our  fentence  and  our  pov/^sr ; 
(Which  not  our  nature,  nor  our  place,  can  bear^) 
Take  thyrev/ard. 

Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provifion, 
To  fiiieid  thee  from  difafters  of  the  world; 
And,  on  the  fixth,  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom;  if,  the  tenth  day  following. 
Thy  baniili  d  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions, 
The  moment  is  thy  death:  away!  By  Jupiter,  . 
This  (hall  not  be  revoked. 

Kent.  Why  fare  thee  well,  King,  fince  thou  art 
folv'd. 

The  Gods  proted  thee,  excellent  Cordelia, 
That  juftly  think'ft,  and  haft  moft  rightly  fald  ! 
B  3 
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Nov/  to  new  climates  my  old  truth  T  bear; 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  baniftiment  is  here.  [Exit. 
Enter  Gloceder,  ivith  France  aiid  Burgundy,  and 

Attendants. 

Glo,  Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  lord. 

Lear,  Right  noble  Burgundy, 
Who  v/ith  this  king  haft  livall'd  for  our  daughter  ; 
'  When  flie  was  dear  to  us,  we  held  her  fo ; 
But  now  her  price  is  falFn  :  Sir,  there  flie  Hands, 
V/ill  you  with  thofe  infirmities  ilie  owes, 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dowr'd  with  our  curfe,  and  itranger'd  with  our  oath. 
Take  her,  or  leave  her  ? 

Bur,  Pardon,  royal  Sir  ; 
EleiStion  n^.akes  not  up  on  fuch  conditions. 

Lear,  Then  leave  her,  Sir  ;  for  by  the  pow'r  that 
mace  me, 

I  tell  you  ali  her  v/ealth. — For  you,  great  king, 

[7  0  France. 

I  would  not  from  your  love  m.ake  fuch  a  ftray, 
To  match  you  where  I  hate. 

France.  This  is  moil;  ftrange. 

Cor.  I  yet  befeech  your  Majefty, 
(If,  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 
To  fpeak  and  purpofe  not ;  fince  what  I  well  intend , 
ITi  do't  before  1  fpeak,)  that  you  make  known. 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  fcandal,  or  foulnefs, 
No  unchafte  adion,  or  difnonour'd  ftep, 
That  hath  deprived  me  of  your  grace  and  favour  : 
But  ev'n  for  want  of  that,  for  which  Fm  richer, 
-  A  ftill  foliciting  eye;  and  fuch  a  tongue, 
That  I  am  glad  Fve  not ;  though,  not  to  have  it, 
Hath  loft  nie  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 
Fhidft  not  been  born,  than  not  have  pleas'd  me  better. 

France.  Is  it  but  this.'^  a  tardinefs  fn  nature, 
Which  often  leaves  the  hiftory  unfpoke. 
That  it  intends  to  do.''  Faireft  Cordelia, 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  feize  upon  ; 
Be'tlav/ful,  I  take  up  what's  caft  a Vv^ay. 
Thy  dow'rlefs  daughter.  King,  thrown  to  my  chance, 
Isqueen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France.  Lear. 
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Lear,  Thou  had  her,  France  ;  let  her  be  thine,  for  we 
Have  no  fuch  daughter  ;  nor  fliall  ever  fee 
That  face  of  hers  again  ;  away  ! 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

Flour ijh.    Exeunt  Lear  and  Burgundy, 

France.  Bid  farewel  to  your  lifters, 

Cor,  Ye  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wafli'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you  :  I  know  what  you  are. 
And,  like  afifter,  am  mod  loth  to  call 
Your  faults,  as  they  are  nam'd.  Love  well  our  father. 
To  your  profeffing  bofoms  I  commit  him  ; 
So  farewel  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prefcribe  not  us  our  duty. 

Gon,  Let  youriliudy 
Be  to  content  your  lord,  who  hath  receiv'd  you 
At  fortune's  alms. 

Cor.  Time  fliail  unfold  what  plaited  cunning  hides. 
Vv^ell  may  you  profper  ! 

France.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia.  [Exit  Fra.  andCor. 

Gon.  Sifter,  it  is  not  little  I've  to  fay. 
Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both  ; 
I  think,  our  father  will  go  herfce  to  night. 

Reg,  That's  certain,  and  with  you;  next  month 
with  us. 

Gon,  You  fee  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is :  the 
obfervation  I  have  made  of  it  hatli  not  been  little  ;  he 
always  loved  our  fifter  moft,  and  with  what  poor  judg- 
ment he  hath  now  caft  her  off,  appears  too  groily. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age ;  yet  he  hath  ever 
but  flenderly  known  himfelf 

Gon.  The  beft  and  founded  of  his  time  hath  been 
but  raili;  then  nmft  vve  look,  from  his  age,  to  re- 
ceive not  alone  the  imperfedlions  of  long-ingrafted 
condition,  but  therewithal  the  unruly  waywardncfs, 
that  infirm  and  cholerick  years  bring  with  them. 

Reg.  Such  inconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have  from 
him,  as  this  of  Kent's  banifliment. 

Gon.  There  is  further  compliment  of  leave-taking 
between  France  and  him;  pray  you,  let  us  hit  toge- 
ther: if  our  father  carry  authority  with  fuch  difpofi- 
tion  as  he  bears,  this  la-ft  furrender  of  his  will  but  of- 
fend us.  Reg. 
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Reg,  We  iliall  further  think  of  it. 

Gon,  We  muft  do  fomething;  ay,  and  fuddenly. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Caftle  belonging  to  the  Earl  of 
Glocefter. 

Enter  Edmund,  ijoith  a  Letter, 
Edm.  Thou,  Nature,  art  my  goddefs ;  to  thy  law 
My  fervices  are  bound  ;  wherefore  Ihould  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  cuftom,  and  permit 
The  courte fy  of  nations  to  deprive  me, 
For  that  I  am  fome  twelve  or  fourteen  moon-flilnes 
Lag  of  a  brother?    Why  laflard?  wherefore  haje  ? 
When  my  dimenfions  are  as  well  compact, 
My  mind  as  gen'rous,  and  my  fliape  as' true, 
As  honeft  madam's  ifiTie  ?  why  brand  they  us 
Withbafe?  with  bafenefs?  baftardy?  bafe,  bafe? 
Our  father's  love  is  to  the  baftard  Edmund, 
As  to  th'iegitimate  Edgar;  fine  word — legitimate^ 
Well,  my  legitimate,,  if  this  letter  fpeed. 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 
Shall  be  th'  legitimatQ — I  grow,  I  profper ; 
Now,  gods,  (land  up  for  baftards  ! 

To  him  enter  Glocefter.  . 
G/«>.  Edmund,  how  now  ?  What  paper  were  you- 
reading? 

Edm.  Nothing,  my  lord.       [Putting  up  the  letter. 

Glo.  No!  what  needeth  then  that  terrible  difpatch 
of  it  into  your  pocket?  let  me  fee. 

Edm.  Ibefeeehyou,  fir,  pardon  me;  it  is  a  letter 
from  my  brother,  that  J  have  not  all  o'er-read  ;  and 
for  fo  much  as  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit  fot 
your  o'er-looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter,  fir. 

Edm.  I  lliall  oflFend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it:  the 
contents,  as  in  part  lunderftand  them,  are  to  blame. 
Glo.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 

Edm.  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  juftification,  he  wrote 
this  but  as  an  e(ray,  or  tafte,  of  my  virtue. 
Glo.    [reads. ^ 
This  policy  and  reverence  of  ages  makes  the 

world 
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world  bitter  to  the  beft  of  our  times  ;  keeps  our 
**  fortunes  from  us,  till  our  cldnefs  Cf^nnot  relifh  them. 

I  begin  to  find  the  oppreflion  of  aged  tyranny ;  which 
**  fways,  not  as  it  hath  power,  but  as  it  is  fuffered. 

Come  to  me,  that  of  this  I  may  fpeak  more.  If  our 
**  father  would  fleep  till  I  wak'd  him,  you  fliould  en- 
**  joy  half  his  revenue  for  ever,  and  live  the  beloved 

of  your  brother,  EDGAR. 
Sleep  till  I  wake  him — ^you  iiiould  enjoy  half  hi^  reve- 
nue—My fon  Edgar !  had  he  a  hand,  to  write  this!  a 
heart  and  brain  to  breed  it  in!  When  came  this  to 
you;  v.'ho  brought  it? 

Ecira,  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  lord;  there's  the 
cunning  of  it^  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  cafemcnt 
of  my  clofet. 

Glo,  You  know  the  charader  to  be  your  brother's? 

Edm,  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  duril 
fwear  it  were  his ;  but,  in  refped  of  that,  I  would 
fain  think  it  were  not. 

Gto.  It  is  his. 

Edm.  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord  ;  I  hope,  his  heart  is 
not  in  the  contents. 

Glo,  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  this  bu Pi- 
ne fs  ? 

Edm  Never,  my  lord.  But  I  have  heard  him  oft 
maintain  it  to  be  fit,  that  fons  at  perfe6l  age,  and  fa- 
thers declining,  the  father  fhould  be  as  a  ward  to  the 
fon,  and  the  fon  manage  his  revenue. 

Glo.  O  villain,  villain !  his  very  opinion  in  the  let* 
ter.  Abhorred  villain  I  Go,  feekhim;  Til  apprehend 
him.    Abominable  villain  !  where  is  he  ? 

Edm.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  lord.  T  dare  pawn 
dov/n  my  life  for  him,  that  he  hath  writ  this  to  feel 
my  affedion  to  your  honour,  and  to  no  otlier  pre- 
tence of  danger. 

Glo.  Think  you  fo  ? 

Edtn.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place 
you  where  you  iliall  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an 
auricular  affurance  have  your  fatisfa(Slion :  and  that, 
without  any  further  delay  than  this  very  evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  monfier, 

Edm. 


to 
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Ednii  Nor  is  nor,  fure. 

Glo.  To  his  father,  that  fo  tenderlyand  entirely  loves 
him — heaven  and  earth!  Edmund,  feek  him  out  y, 
v^ind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you  ;  frame  the  bufmefs 
after  your  own  wifdom.  I  vi^oiild  unftate  myfelf  to 
be  in  a  due  refolution. 

Ecim.  I  u^ili  feek  him,  fir,  prefently ;  convey  the  bu* 
finefs  as  I  fliaii  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withah 

Glo,  Thefe  late  eclipfes  in  the  fun  and  moon  por- 
tend no  good  to  us ;  tho'  the  wifdom  of  nature  can 
reafon  it  thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  itfeif  fcourgM 
by  the  frequent  efFedts.  Love  cools,  friendfliip  falls 
off,  brothers  divide.  In  cities,  mutinies ^  in  coun- 
tries, difcord;  in  palaces,  treafon  ;  and  the  bond 
crack'd  'twixt  fon  and  father.  We  have  feen  the  beft 
of  our  time.  Find  out  this  villain,  Edmund  ;  and  it 
fhall  lofe  thee  nothing;  .do  it  carefully — and  the  no- 
ble and  true-hearted  Kent  biiniihed  !,  his  offence,  Ho- 
ne fty.  ^Tis  ftrange.  '  \^Exih 
Manet  Edmund. 

Edm.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world, 
that,  when  we  are  fick  in  fortune,  (often  the  furfeits 
of  our  own  behaviour)  we  make  guilty  of  our  difaft- 
ers,  the  fun,  the  moon  and  ftars  i  as  if  we  were  vi!^ 
lains  on  neceffity ;  fools  by  heavenly  compulfion  ;  knaves, 
thieves,  and  treacherous, .  by  fpherical  predominance  ; 
drunkards,  lyars  and  adulterers,  by  an  inforc'd  obe- 
dience of  planetary  influence ;  :  and  all  that  w^e  are  evil 
in,,  by  a  divine  thrufting.  on.  An-  admirable  evafion 
of  whore-mafter  man,  to  lay  his  goatifh  difpofition 
on  the-  charge  of  a  ftar!  I  lliould  have  been  what  I 
am,  had  the  maidenlieft  ftar  in  the  firmament  twink- 
led on  my  Baftardizing. 

To  him y  Enter  Edgar. 
Pat! — he  comes,  like  the  cataftrophe  of  the  old  cor 
niedy ;  my  cue  is  villainous  melancholy,  with  a  figli 
like  Tom  o-  Bedlam — O,  thefe  eclipfes  portend  thefc 
divifions ! 

Edg.  How  now,  brother  Edmund,  what  ferions 
contemplation  are  you  in  } 

Edm.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  pjedidtion  I  read 

this 
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this  other  day,  what  fliould  follow  thefe  ecllpfes. 

Eclg.  Do  you  bufy  yourfelf  with  that  ? 

Edm,  I  promile  you,  the  effects  he  writes  of  fuc- 
ceed  happily.    When  faw  you  my  father  iaft  ? 

Edg.  The  night  gone  by. 

Earn.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms?  found  you  no 
difpleafure  in  him,  by  word  or  countenance? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Edm.  Bethink  yourfelf,  wherein  you  have  offended 
him:  and,  at  my  intreaty,  forbear  his  prefence,  tintti 
fome  little  time  hath  qualified  the  heat  of  his  difplea- 
fure; which  at  thisinltant  fo  rageth  in  him,  that  with 
the  mifchief  of  your  perfon  it  would  fcarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Ed7n.  That's  my  fear  j  I  pray  you,  retire  with  me 
to  my  lodging,  from  whence  I  will  fitly  bring  you  to 
hear  my  lord  fpeak:  pray  you,  go  i  if  you  do  ftir  a- 
broad,  go  armed. 

Edg.  Armed,  brother*! 

Edm.  Brother,  I  advife  you  to  the  be fl ;  I  am  no 
honeft  man,  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  towards 
you ;  I  have  told  you  what  I  have  feen  and  heard,  but 
.  faintly;  nothing  like  the  image  and  horror  of  it  5 
pray  you,  away ! 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ? 

Edm,  I  do  ferve  you  in  this  bufinefs:     \^Exit  Edg* 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whofe  nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  fufpects  none  ;  on  whofe  foolifh  honefty 
My  pradices  ride  eafy :  I  fee  the  bufinefs. 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit ; 
All  with  me's  meet,  that  I  can  fafliion  fit.  [Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E,  /y^^  Duke  of  Albany'.-  Palace. 

Enter  Goner  ill,  and  Steivard, 
Gon,  My  father  ftrike  my  gentleman? 
Steiv,  Ay,  madam. 

<^on.  By  day  and  night,  he  wrongs  me  j  V\\  not 
endure  it  : 

His 


12  K  I  N  G   L  E  A  R. 

His  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 
On  ev'ry  trifle.    When  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  fpeak  with  him  ;  fay,  I  am  fick. 
If  you  come  flack  of  former  fervices, 
You  ftiall  do  well  ;  the  fault  of  it  Til  anfwer. 
Steuo.  I  underftand,  and  will  obey  you,  madara, 
Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  pleafe, 
You^nd  your  fellows:  I'd  have  it  come  to  queftiou. 
If  he  diftafte  it.  let  him  to  my  filler, 
Whofe  mind  and  mine,  1  know,  in  that  are  one. 
Not  to  be  over-ruTd  :  idle  old  Man, 
That  ftill  would  manage  thofe  authorities. 
That  he  hath  given  away.— — 
Remember  what  I've  faid. 
Steiv.  Very  well,  madam. 

Gon,  And  let  his  knights  have  colder  looks  among 
you:  what  grows  of  it,  no  matter;  advife  your  fel- 
lows fo :  I'll  write  ilrait  to  my  fifter  to  hold  my  courfe : 
away !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  an  open  Place  before  the  Palace. 

Enter  Kent  difguisd. 

Kent,  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow, 
And  can  my  fpeech  diffufe,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  thro'  itfelf  to  that  full  iflue, 
For  which  I  raz'd  my  likenefs.    Now,  banifti'd  Kent, 
If  thou  canfl:  ferve  where  thou  doft  fland  condemn'd, 
So  may  it  come,  thy  mafter,  whom  thou  iov'ft. 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Enter  Lear,  Knights  and  Attendants, 

Lear,  Let  me  not  ftay  a  jot  for  dinner,  go,  get  it 
ready:  how  now,  what  art  thou  .^^  [7i  Kent. 

.  Kent,  A  man,  fir. 

Lear,  \¥ hat  doft  thou  profefs?  what  would'ft  thou 
with  us.'* 

Kent.  I  do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  than  I  feem  ;  to 
ferve  him  truly,  that  will  put  me  in  trull: ;  to  love 
him  that  is  honeft  ;  to  converfe  with  him  that  is  wife, 
and  fays  little  j  to  fight  when  I  cannot  chufe,  and  to 
eat  no  fifh. 

Lear,  What  art  thou  ? 

Kent. 
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K^nt.  A  very  honeft-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor 
as  the  king. 

Lear.  If  thou  beeft  as  poor  for  a  fubjedl,  as  he  is 
for  a  king,  thou  art  poor  enough.  What  would'fh  thou? 
Kent.  Service. 

Lear.  Whom  would'ft  thou  ferve  ? 
Kent.  You. 

Lear.  Doft  thou  know  me,  fellow  ? 
Kent.  No,  fir;  but  you  have  that  in  your  counte- 
nance, which  I  would  fain  call  mafter. 
Lear.  What's  that? 
Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  fervices  canft  thou  do? 

Kent,  I  can  keep  honeft  counfeis,  ride,  run,  marr  a 
curious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  meffagc 
bluntly:  that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I  ara 
qualified  in  ;  and  the  beft  of  me  is  diligence-. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  fo  young,  fir,  to  love  a  woman  for  find- 
ing; nar  fo  old,  to  doat  on  her  for  any  things  I  have 
years  on  my  back  forty-eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  fnalt  ferve  me. 

Enter  Steward. 
You,  you,  fiirah,  where's  my  daughter  ? 

Steixj,  So  pleafe  you —  Exit. 

Lear.  What  fays  the  fellow  there?  call  the  clotpolc 
back. 

Knight.  He  fays,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well. 
Lear.  Why  came  not  the  fiave  back  to  me  when  I 
call'd  him  ? 

Knight.  Sir,  he  anfwer'd  me  in  the  roundeft  man- 
ner, he  would  not  ? 
L^ar.  He  would  not. 

Knight.  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is  ; 
but  to  my  judgment,  your  highnefs  is  not  enlertain'd 
with  that  ceremonious  affedlion  as  you  were  wont. 

Lear.  Ha !  fay'fl:  thou  fo  ? 

Knight.  1  befeech  you  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  be 
miftaken ;  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent,  when  I  think 
your  highnefs  is  wrong'd. 

Lear,  Thou  but  reniember'fl:  me  of  my  own  con- 
C  ception. 


14  K  I  N  G   L  E  A  R. 

ception.  1  have  perceived  a  moft  faint  neg!e£l  of  late  ; 
I  v/iil  look  further  into't.  Go  you  and  tell  mj  daugh- 
ter, I  would  fpeak  with  her- 

Enter  Ste^ujard. 
Oy  you,  fir,  come  jou  hither,  fir;  who  am  I,  fir  ? 

Steuj.  My  lady's  father. 

Lear.  My  lady's  father?  my  lord's  knave? 

67f  Tt  .  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  lord  i  I  befeech  your 
pardon. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  rafcal  } 

[Striking  bim. 

Sterv.  I'll  not  be  ftruck,  my  lord  ?  ' 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  foot-ball  player. 

[Tripping  up  his  Heels. 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow.  Thou  i'erv'il  me,  and 
ril  love  thee. 

Kent,  Come,  fir,  arife,  away. 

[Pufkes  the  Steivard  out, 
1*0  ibeniy  Enter  Gonerill. 

Lear.  How  nov/,  daughter,  what  makes  that  front- 
let on?  you  are  too  much  of  late  i'th'frown. 

Con.  Your  infolent  retinue,  fir, 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel,  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not  to  be  endured  riots. 
I  thought  by  m.aking  this  well  known  unto  you, 
T'have  found  a  fafe  redrefs ;  but  now  grow  fearful, 
That  you  protect  this  courfe,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance  ;  if  you  fhould,  the  fault 
Would  not  'fcape  cenfure,  nor  the  red  refines  fieep. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter  ? 

Gon.  J  would,  you  would  make  ufe  of  your  good 
v/ifdom, 

Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught,  and  put  away 
Thefe  difpofitions,  which  of  late  tranfpor:  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me  ?  this  is  not  Lear  : 
Does  Lear  walk  thus?  fpeak  thus?  where  are  his  eyes? 
Eiiher  his  notion  weatens,  his  difcernings 
Are  lethargied — Ha  !  v/aking  ? — 'tis  not  fo  ; 
Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am? 
Your  name,  fair  gentlewoinaji  ? 
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Gon.  This  admiration,  fir,  is  much  o'th-favour 
Of  other  your  new  humours.    I  befeech  you. 
To  underfland  my  purpofes  aright. 
You,  as  you're  old  and  reverend,-  fiiould  be  wife. 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  knights  and  fquires. 
Men  fo  diforder'd,  To  debauch'd  and  bold, 
That  this  our  court,  infected  with  their  manners, 
Shews  like  a  riotous  inn.    Be  then  defii'd 
By  her,  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  flie  begs, 
Of  .hfty  to  difquantity  your  train; 
And  the  remainders, 
To  be  fuch  men  as  may  befort  your  age, 
And  know  themfelves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darknefs  and  devils ! 
Saddle  my  horfes,  call  my  train  together.— — 
Degenerate  viper!  Pll  not  trouble  thee; 
Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Gon,  You  ftrike  my  people,  and  your  diforder'd  rabble 
Make  fervants  of  their  betters. 

To  them.  Enter  Albany. 

Lear,  Woe  f  that  too  late  repents. — O,  fir,  are  you 
come  ? 

Is  it  your  will.'^  fpeak,  fir.    Prepare  my  horfes.— 

[To  Alb. 

Ingratitude  !  thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 

More  hideous  v.^hen  thou  fhew'il  thee  in  a  child. 

Than  the  fea-monfber. 

Alb,  Pray,  fir,  be  patient. 

Lear.  Detefted  kite  !  thou  lied.         [Tf?  Gonerlll. 
My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rareft  parts, 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know. 
O  moft  fmali  fault! 

How  ugly  did  ft  thou  in  Cordelia  fhew  ! 
Which,  like  an  engine,  wrencht  my  frame  of  nature 
From  the  fix'd  place  ;  drew  from  my  heart  all  love. 
And  added  to  the  gall.    O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear  ! 
Beat  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  folly  in, 

[Striktfig  his  head. 
And  thy  dear  judgment  out. — Go,  go,  my  people. 
Alb.  Now,  gods,  that  we  adore,  whereof  con'ies 
this } 

C  3  Gon, 
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Gon,  Never  affli£t  yourfelf  to  know  of  it ; 
But  let  his  difpofition  have  that  fcope. 
That  dotas^e  o-ives  it. 

Lenr.  What,  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap  ? 

Jib.  What's  the  matter,  fir  ? 

Lear,  1  tell  thee — life  and  death!  I  am  afham'd. 
That  thou  haft  power  to  fliake  my  manhood  thus; 

[Tq  Gon. 

That  thefe  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce^ 
Should  make  thee  worth  them. — Blafts  and  fogs 

upon  thee  ! 
Th'untented  v/oundings  of  a  father's  curfe 
Pierce  every  fenfe  about  thee  !  old  fond  eyes, 
Bev/eep  this  caufe  again,  I'll  pluck  ye  out. 
And  call  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lofe, 
To  temper  clay.    No,  Gorgon,  thou  ilialt  find, 
That  I'll  refume  the  iliape,  which  thou  doft  think 
1  have  caft  off  for  ever. 

Alb.  My  lord,  Tm  guiltlefs,  as  Tm  ignorant, 
Of  what  hath  mov'd  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fo,  my  lord  

Hear,  Nature,  hear  5  dear  goddefs,  hear  a  father ! 
If  thou  didll  intend 

To  make  this  creature  fruitful,  change  thypurpofe; 

Into  her  womb  convey  fterility, 

Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increafe, 

And  from  her  derogate  body  never  fpring 

A  babe  to  honour  her  !  If  fhe  muft  teem. 

Create  her  child  of  fpleen,  that  it  may  live, 

And  be  a  thwart  difnatur'd  torment  to  her  ; 

Let  it  ftamp  wrinkles  m  her  brow  of  youth. 

With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks: 

Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 

To  laughter  and  contempt ;  that  fhe  may  feel, 

How  fliarper  than  a  ferpent's  tooth  it  is, 

To  have  a  thanklefs  child. — Go,  go,  m>y  people. 

End  of  the  Firft  ACT. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE,  an  Apartment  in  the  Caflle^  belonging  to 
the  Earl  of  Glocefter. 

Enter  Edmund. 

THE  Duke  be  here  to-night!  the  better  !  beft  f 
This  weaves  itfelf  perforce  into  my  bufinefs. 
Which  I  mull:  a6t :  briefnefs  and  fortune,  work! 
Brother,  a  word ;  defcend;  brother,  I  fay; — 

To  him.  Enter  Edgar. 
My  father  watches ;  O,  fir,  fly  this  place, 
IntelJigence  is  giv'n  where  you  are  hid  ; 
You've  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night- 
Have  you  not  fpo ken  'gain {l  the  duke  of  Cornwall  ? 
He's  coming  hither  nov/  i'th'night,  i'th'hafte, 
And  Regan  with  him  ;  hav€  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  party  'gainft  the  duke  of  Albany? 
Advife  yourfeif. 

Edg.  Fm  fure  on't  not  a  word. 
Edm.  I  hear  my  father  coming;.    'Tis  not  fafe 
To  tarry  here.    Fly,  brother!  hence!  away. 

[Exit  Edgar* 
Glo'fter  approaches. — Now  for  a  feigned  fcuffle! 
—Yield!  come  before  my  father!  lights,  here,  lights! 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me,  vyould  beget  opinion 

[U^ounds  his  arm. 
Of  my  more  fierce  encounter    I've  feen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  fport.    Father  \  father ! 
Stop,  ftop,  no  help  } 

To  himy  Enter  Glocefter  and  Ser^vants  ivith  Torches, 

Glo.  Now,  Edmund,  where's  the  villain? 

Edm,  Here  ilood  he  in  the  dark,  his  fharp  fword  out, 
Munibling  of  v/icked  charms,  conj'ring  the  moon 
To  ftand's  aufpicious  miftrefs. 

Glo.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Edfn.  Look,  fir,  I  bleed. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Edm.  Fled  this  way,  fir,  when  by  no  means  he  could— 
C3  Gk. 


i8  K  I  N  G   L  E  A  R. 

Glo.  Purfue  hioi,  ho!  go  after.  By  no  means,  v/Iiat  r 
Edm.  Perfuade  me  to  the  murther  of  your  lordfiiip. 
But  that,  I  told  him,  the  revenging  gods 
'Galnft  Parricides  did  all  their  thunder  bend. 
Spoke  with  how  manifold  and  ftrong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  th'  father — Sir,  in  fine. 
Seeing  how  lothly  oppofite  I  flood 
To  his  unnatural  purpofe,  in  fell  motion 
With  his  prepared  fv/ord  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc'd  my  arm  ; 
Till  at  length  gafted  by  the  noife  I  made, 
Full  fuddcnly  he  fled. 

Glo.  Let  him  fly  far  ; 
Not  in  this  land  lhall  he  remain  uncaught. 
The  noble  duke, 

My  worthy  and  arch  patron,  comes  to-night; 

By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it. 

That  he,  which  finds  him,  fhall  deferve  our  thanks  ; 

He  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm.  When  I  difluaded  him  from  his  Intent, 
And  threatened  to  difcover  him ;  he  replied, 
Thou  unpoflefling  Baftard  !  do'ft  thou  think. 
If  I  would  ftand  againft  thee,  the  repofal 
Of  any  truft,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee 
Would  ihake  thy  words  faith'd  ?  no,  I'd  (urn  it  all 
To  thy  fuggeftion,  plot,  and  damned  pradlice. 

Glo.  O  ftrange,  faften'd,  villain! 
Would  he  deny  his  letter  ? 
All  ports  Pil  bar ;  the  villain  /hall  not  Ycape  ; 
i  will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him  ;  and  of  my  land, 
(Loyal  and  natural  boy!)  I'll  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,  the  Outftde  of  the  Earl  of  Glocefter's  CaJiU, 

Enter  Kent,  and  Steuoard,  federally. 
Ste^uo.  Good  evening  to  thee,  friend ;  art  of  this 
houfe.^ 

Kent,  Ay. 

^te'vo.  Where  may  v^^e  fet  our  horfes  ? 
Kent.  Pch'mire, 
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Steuo,  Pr'y thee,  if  thou  lov'll  me,  tell  me. 

Kent,  I  love  thee  not. 

Ste'vj,  Why  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 

Kent,  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipfbury  pinfold,  I  would 
make  thee  care  for  me. 

Ste'w.  Why  doft  thou  ufe  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee  not. 

Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Steiv,  What  doft  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  A  knave,  a  rafcal,  an  eater  of  broken  meats, 
a  bafe,  proud,  fliallow,  beggarly,  three-fuited,  hun- 
dred pound,  filthy  worfted-ftocking  knave;  a  lilly- 
liver'd,  adion-taking,  knave;  a  whorfon,  glafs-gaz- 
ing,  fuperfervic^able  finical  tongue;  one  that  would'ft 
be  a  bawd  in  way  of  good  fervice ;  and  art  nothing 
but  the  compofition  of  knave,  beggar,  coward,  pan- 
der; one  whom  I  will  beat  into  clamorous  whining,  if 
thou  deny'ft  the  leaft  fyllable  of  thy  addition. 

Ste^.  Why,  what  a  monftrous  fellow  art  thou, 
thus  to  rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee  nor 
knows  thee  ? 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-fac'd  varlet  art  thou,  thus  to 
deny  thou  know'ft  me?  it  is  two  days  ago,  fince  I 
tript  up  thy  heels,  and  beat  thee  before  the  king? 
draw,  you  rogue;  for  tho'  it  be  night,  yet  the  moon 
fhines ;  rU  make  a  fop  o'th'  mooniliine  of  you;  you 
whorfon,  cuUionly,  barber-monger,  draw. 

[Drauuing  his  fzvorJ, 

Steiv.  Away,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw,  you  rafcal;  you  come  with  letters  a- 
gainft  the  king;  and  take  vanity,  the  puppet's  part, 
againft  the  royalty  of  her  father ;  draw,  you  rogue, 
or  I'll  fo  carbonado  your  flianks — draw,  you  rafcal, 
come  your  ways. 

Sieiv.  Help,  ho!  murther !  help! — 

Kent.  Strike,  you  flave;  ftand,  rogue,  ftand,  you 
jieat  flave,  ftrike.  [Beating  hitn, 

Steiv.  Help  ho  !  murther!  murther! —  {Exeunt. 

Fkurijb.    Enter  Cornwall  and  Regan,    attended -y 
meeting  Glocefter  Edmund. 

Ch.  Your  graces  are  right  welcome, 

Cornl 
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Corft.  How  now,  my  noble  friend?  fince  I  caiii^ 
hicher, 

Which  I  can  call  but  now,  I  have  heard  ftrange  news. 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  conies  too  iliort, 
Which  can  puriue  tli'offender :  how  does  my  lord  ? 

Glo  O  madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  'tis  crack'd. 

Reg,  What,  did  my  father's  godfon,  feek  your  life? 
He  whom  my  father  nam'd,  your  Edgar? 

Glo,  O,  lady,  lady,  fhame  would  have  it  hid.  . 

Reg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous  knights, 
That  tend  upon  my  father  ? 

G/o.  I  know  not>  madam :  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Edm.  Yes,  madam,  he  v/as  of  that  confort. 

Reg.  No  marvel  then,  tho'  he  were  ill  afFe6led  ; 
'Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old'man's  death, 
To  have  'th'expence  and  wade  of  his  revenues. 
I  have  this  prefent  evening  from  my  filler 
Been  well  inform'd  of  them;  and  with  fuch  cautions. 
That  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  houfe, 
ril  not  be  there. 

Corn.  Nor  I,  affiire  thee,  Regan. 
Edmund,  I  hear,  that  you  have  lliewn  your  father 
A  child-like  office. 

Edm.  'Twp.s  my  duty,  fir. 
JS/o  He  did  reveal  his  pradlice,  and  receiv'd 
This  hurt  you  fee,  ftriving  to  apprehend  him. 

Corn.  Is  he  purfu'd  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  lord.  • 

Corn.  If  he  be  taken,  he  fhali  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm.    As  for  you,  Edmund, 
Whofe  virtiie  and  obedience  doth  this  inftant 
So  much  commend  itfelf,  you  fhali  be  ours: 
Natures  of  fuch  deep  truii  we  ihall  much  need. 

E^^m.  I  fhall  ferve  you,  fir,  truJy,  however  elfe. 

Glo.  I  thank  your  grace. 

Reor.  Our  father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  fifter. 
Of  dhf 'rences,  which  I  beft  thought  it  fit 
To  anfwer  from  our  home  :  the  fev'ral  mefTengers 
From  hence  attend  difpatch.    Our  good  old  friend, 
Lay  comforts  toyovir  bofom;  andbeftow 
Your  needful  counfel  to  our  bufinelTes, 

Which 
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Which  crave  the  in  dan  t  ufe 
Glo.  I  ferve  you,  madam. 

Enter  Steward  and  Kent^  ^with  Sivords  draivn. 

Glo.  Weapons?  arms?  what's  the  matter  here? 

Corn.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  Jives  i  he  dies,  that 
firikes  again;  what's  the  matter  ? 

Reg.  The  meflengers  from  our  lifter  and  the  king  ? 

Corn.  What  is  your  difference?  fpeak. 

Stezv,  I  am  fcarce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beftir'd  your  va- 
lour ;  you  cov/ardly  rafcal !  nature  difclaims.  all  iliare 
in  thee :  a  tailor  made  thee. 

Corn.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  fellow ;  a  tailor  make  a 
man  ? 

Kent.  Ay,  a  tailor,  fir;  a  ftone-cutter,  or  a  painter 
could  not  have  made  him  fo  ill,  though  they,  had  been 
but  two  hours  o'th'  trade. 

Corn.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel } 

Ste^w,  This  ancient  ruffian,  fir,  whofe  life  I  have 
ipar'd  at  fuit  of  his  grey  beard — 

Kent.  Thou  whorfonzed!  thou  unneceflary  letter  ! 
my  lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this 
unbolted  villain  inta  mortar,  and  daub  the  wall  of  a 
jakes  with  him.    Spare  my  grey  beard  ?  you  wagtail!-- 

Corn.  Peace,  firrah !  Know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kent.  Yes,  fir,  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent.  That  fuch  a  flave  as  this  ITiouM  wear  a  fword, 
Who  wears  no  honefty:  fuch  fmiling  rogues  as  thels, 
Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  in  twain 
Too  intricate  to  unloofe:  footh  every  paflion^. 
That  in  the  nature  of  their  lords  rebels: 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  fnow  to  their  colder  moods  ; 
Forfwear,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  ev'ry  gale  and  vary  of  their  mailers; 
As  knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following. 
A  pirogue  upon  your  epileptick  vlfage  ! 
Smile  you  my  fpeeches,  as  I  were  a  fool  ? 
Goofe,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain, 
Pd  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelor. 

Corn.  What  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow  ? 
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GIo.  How  fell  you  out?  fay  that. 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy^, 
Than  I  and  fuch  a  knave. 

Corn^  Why  doft  thou  call  himknavQ?  what  is  his 
fault? 

Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 
Corn.  No  more,  perchance,  does  mine,   nor. his, 
nor  hers. 

Kent,  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain  ; 
I  have  feen  better  faces  in  my  time. 
Than  ftand  on  any  ilioulders  that  I  fee 
Before  me  at  this  inftant. 

Corn.  This  is  fome  fellow, 
Who  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntnefs,  doth  affeft 
A  fav/cy  roughnefs  j  and  conftrains  the  garb, 
Quite  from  his  nature.    He  can't  flatter,  he,—- 
An  hone  ft  mind  and  plain,  he  muft  fpeak  truth  5 
And  they  will  take  ft,  fo  ;  if  not,  he's  plain. 
Thefe  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainnefs 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  mor  e  corrupt  defign, 
Than  tv/enty  filly  ducking  minions. 
That  ftretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fincere  verity. 
Under  th'  allowance  of  your  grand  afpe6t, 
Wkofe  influence,  like  the  v^^reath  of  radiant  fire. 
On  flickering  Phcebus'  front— — — 

Corn.  What  mean'ft  by  this? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  dialect,  which  you  difcom- 
mend  fo  much :  I  know,  fir,  I  am  no  flatterer ;  he, 
that  beguilM  you  in  a  plain  accent,  was  a  plain  knave  ^ 
which  for  my  part  I  v^ill  not  be,  though  I  fliould  wia 
your  difpleafure  to  intreatme  to't. 

Corn.  What  was  th'  off^enxe  you  gave  him? 

Ste-vj.  I  never  gave  him  any  : 
It  pleas'd  the  king  his  mafter  very  lately 
To  ftiike  at  me  upon  his  mifconftrudion  ; 
When  he  coniiin6l,  and  flatt'rinr;  his  difpleafure, 
Tript  me  behind  ;  being  down,  infulted,  rail'd, 
And  put  upon  him  fuch  a  deal  of  man. 
That  he  got  praifes  of  the  King, 
For  him  attempting  who  .was  felf-fubdu*d  ; 

A.-ad 
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And  in  the  flefliment  of  this  dread  exploit. 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent.  None  of  thefe  rogues  and  cowards. 
But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

Cor?:.  Fetch  forth  the  flocks! 
y^u  ftubborn  ancient  knave,  you  rev'rend  braggart,. 
We'JI  teach  you — 

Ke?it,  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn: 
Call  not -your  ftocks  for  me;  I  ferve  the  King  ; 
On  whofe  employment  I  was  fent  to  you. 
You  fhall  do  fmall  refpedl,  fhew  too  bold  malice 
Againil  the  grace  and  perfon  of  my  raafter. 
Stocking  his  melTenger. 

Ccrn,  Fetch  forth  the  flocks ; 
As  I  have  life  and  honour,  there  itiall  he  fit  'till  noon. 

Reg.  'Till  noon  !  'till  night,  my  lord,  and  ail  night 
<  too. 

Kent.  Why,  madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog, 
You  could  not  ufe  me  fo. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will.  [Stocks  brought  out. 

Corn.  This  is  a  fellov/  of  the  felf  fame  nature 
Our  fiiler  fpeaks  of.    Come,  bring  away  the  ftocks. 

Glo.  Let  me  befeech  your  grace  not  to  do  fo  ; 
His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  King  his  mailer 
Will  check  him  for  it;  but  muft  take  it  ill 
To  be  thus  flighted  in  his  meflenger. 

Corn,  I'll  anfwer  that. 

Reg.  My  fifrer  may  receive  it  worfe. 
To  have  her  gentleman  abus'd,  affaulted. 

[Kent  is  put  in  the  JlocL\ 
Come,  my  lord,  away.         [Exeunt  Reg.  and  Com. 

Glo.  I'm  forry  for  thee,  friend  ;  'tis  the  Duke's 
pleafure, 

W^hofe  difpoiition,  all  the  world  well  knows. 

Will  not  be  check'd  nor  ftop'd.    I'll  intreat  for  thee. 

iiu?;z/.Pray,do  not,  fir,  I've  watch'd  and  travelFd  hard  ; 
Some  time  I  fhall  fleep  out,  the  reft  I'll  whillie : 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels; 
Give  you  good  morrov/. 

Glo.  The  Duke's  to  blame  in  this,  'twill  be  ill 
'  :ccn.  [Exit. 

Kent. 
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Kent.  Approach,  thou  beacon  to  this  under-globe, 
[Lookifig  up  to  the  moon. 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 
Perufe  this  letter.    I  know,  'tis  from  Cordelia  j 
Who  hath  mod  fortunately  been  informed 
Of  my  obfcure  courfe.    All  weary  and  o'er-watch'd, 
Take  vantage  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  fliameful  lodging. 

Fortune,  good  night  ;  fmile  once  more,   turn  thy 
wheel.  [Sleeps, 

SCENE  changes  to  a  part  of  a  Heath. 

Enter  Edgar. 
Eclg.  I  have  heard  myfelf  proclaim'd ; 
And,  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree, 
Efcap'd  ^he  hunt.    No  port  is  free,  no  place. 
That  guard  and  itioft  unufual  vigilance 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.    Whiles  I  may  'fcape, 
I  will  preferve  myfelf :  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft  and  tl>e  pooreft  ihape. 
That  ever  Penury  in  contempt  of  man 
Brought  near  to  bead:  ray  face  I  will  befmear. 
Blanket  my  loins;  elfe  all  my  hair  in  knots; 
And  out-face 

The  winds,  and  perfecutions  of  the  fky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices,  > 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortify'd  bare  arms 
Pins,  iron-fpikes,  thorns,  fprigs  of  rofemary  ; 
And  thus  from  flieep-cotes,  villages,  and  mills, 
Inforce  their  charity ;  poor  Turlygood!  poor  Tom  ! 
That's  fom.ething  yet:  Edgar  I  nothing  am.  [Exit, 

SCENE  changes^  ^g^^^y  to  the  Earl  of  GlocefterV 
Cajlle. 

Kentiw  the  flocks.    Enter  Lear  and  Attendants. 
Lear.  'Tis  ftrange,  that  they  fliould  fo  depart  from 
home, 

And  not  fend  back  my  meflenger. 
Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  mafter! 
Lear.  Ha !  mak'ft  thou  thy  lhame  thy  paftime  ? 

Km. 
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Kent,  No,  my  lord. 

Lear.  What's  he,  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place  miftook, 
To  fet  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  Ic  is  both  he  and  ihe. 
Your  fon  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

KejU.  Yes. 

Lear,  No,  I  fay. 

Kent.  I  fay  yea. 

Lear.  By  Jupiter,  I  fwear,  no. 

Kent.  By  Juno,  I  fwear,  ay. 

Lear,  They  durft  not  do't. 
They  could  not,  would  not  do't ;  'tis  v/orfe  than 
murther. 

To  do  upon  refpedl-fuch  violent  outrage  : 
Refolve  me  with  all  modeft  haile,  which  way 
Thou  mightTi  deferve,  or  they  impofe,  this  ufage, 
Coming  from  us. 

Kent.  My  lord,  while  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  highnefs'  letters  to  them, 
Came  a  reeking  poft, 

Stew'd  in  his  hafbe,  half  breathlefs,  panting  fortk 
-  From  Gonerill  his  miftrefs,  falutation  ; 
Deiiver'd  letters  fpight  of  intermilTion, 
V/hich  prefently  they  read  :  on  whofe  contents 
They  fummon'd  up  their  train,  and  ftrait  took  horfe; 
Commanding  me  to  follow  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  their  anlwer ;  gave  me  cold  looks; 
And  meeting  here  the  other  melfenger, 
Whofe  welcome,  1  perceived,  had  poifon'd  mine; 
(Being  the  very  fellow,  which  of  late 
Difplay'd  fo  fawcily  againfl:  your  highneG,) 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  I  drew ; 
He  raised  the  houfe  with  loud  and  coward  cries : 
Your  fon  and  daughter  found  this  trefpal's  worth 
The  fhame  which  liere  it  fufFers. 

Zrf/7r.Oh,how  this  mother  fwells  up  toward  my  heau? 
Down,  down,  thou  climbing  forrow! 
Thy  element's  below  ;  where  is  this  daughter? 

Kfnt,  With  the  Earl,  fir,  here  within. 
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Enter  Glocefrer. 

Lear.  Now  GloMle,'" ! 

Glo.  [IVhifpers  Lear.] 

I. ear.  Ha!  how's  this?' 
Deny  to  fpeak  with  me?  theyVe  fick,  they're  weary, 
They  have  traveli'd  all  the  night?  mere  fetches, 
The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  off.  ^ 
Brino-  me  a  better  anfwer  ! 

Glo  My  dear  lord, 
You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  duke-- 

Lear,  Vengeance!  plague!  death!  confuHon! — 
Fiery?  what  quality  ?  why,  Glocelfer,  Glocefter, 
I'd  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwall,  and  his  wife. 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  fo. 

Lear,  Inform'd  them?  doft   thou  underiland  me, 
man  ? 

Glo,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.  The  King  would  fpeak  with  Cornwall,  the 
dear  father 

Wou'd  with  his  daughter  fpeak;  commands  her  fervice : 
Are  they  inform'd  of  this? — my  breath  and  blood  ! — ■ 
Fiery?  the  fiery  Duke  ?  tell  the  hot  Duke,  that — 
No,  but  not  yet ;  may  be,  he  is  not  well ; 
Infirmity  doth  ftill  negledt  all  office, 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound.    I  viill  forbear^ 
Nor  taflv  the  indifpos'd  and  fickly  fit 
As  the  found  man. — Death  on  my  frate!  but  wherefore 
Should  he  fit  here?  this  acl  perfuades  me. 
That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 
Is  practice  only.    Give  me  my  fervant  forth  ; 
Go,  tell  the  Duke  and's  wife,  I'd  fpeak  with  them  : 
Now,  prefentiy, — bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me, 
Or  at  their  chamber-door  I'll  beat  the  drum. 
Till  it  cry,  deep  to  death. — Oh!  are  you  come? 
Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  Servants. 

Corn.  Kail  to  your  grace!    [Kent  is  Jet  at  liberty, 

Lear*  Good  morrow  both  ! 
Oh  m.e,  my  heart  I  my  rifing  heart !  but  down! 

Reg,  lam  glad  to  fee  your  highnefs. 

Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are  ;  I  know  what  reafca 
I  have  to  think  fo ;  if  thou  wert  not  glad, 

I  would 
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(  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb, 
Sepulchring  an  adultrefs.    Beloved  Pvegan, 
Thy  filler's  naught :  Oh  Regan,  flie  hath  tied 
Sharp-toorh'd  unkindirefs,  like  a  vulture  here; 

[Points  to  his  heart, 
I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee ;  thou'it  not  believe, 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality — oh  Regan  ! 

Reg.  1  pray  you,  fir,  take  patience ;  I  have  hope. 
You  lefs  know  how  to  value  her  defert. 
Than  ilie  to  fcant  her  duty. 

Lear,  Say?  how  is  that? 

Reg,  I  cannot  think,  my  lifter  in  the  leaft; 
Would  fail  her  obligation.    If,  perchance, 
Slie  have  reflrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers ; 
'Tis  on  fuch  ground,  and  to  fuch  wholfome  endy 
As  clears  her  froiii  all  blame. 

Lear,  My  curfes  on  her  ! 

Reg,  O,  lir,  you  are  old  ;  you  fliould  be  ruTd  and  kd 
By  fome  difcretion  ;  therefore,  1  pray  you^ 
That  to  our  filler  you  do  make  return  5 
Say,  you  have  wrong'd  her,  fir. 

Lear,  Afk  her  forgivenefs  ? 
Do  you  but  mark,  how  this  becometh  us ! 
Dear  daughter,  I  confefs  that  I  am  old  ; 
Age  is  unneceffary  :  on  my  knees  I  beg, 
That  you'll  vouchfafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food, 

Reg.  Good  fir,  no  more  ^  thefe  are  unfightly  hu- 
mours. 
Return  you  to  my  fifter. 

Lear.  Never,  Regan  : 
She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train  ; 
Look'd  blank  upon  me  ;  llruck  me  with  her  tongue 
Moft  ferpent-like,  upon  the  very  hearr. 
All  the  ftor'd  veno-eances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  top  ! 

Reg  O  the  bleft  gods! 
So  will  you  wiili  on  me,  when  the  rafli  mood  is  on. 

Lear.  No,  Regan,  thou  Hialc  never  havemycurfe: 
Thy  tender-hefted  nature  iliall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harflmefs.    'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  plcafures,  ro  cut  off  my  train, 
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To  bandy  hafty  words.    Thou  better  know'fi: 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  child-hood, 
Effedls  of  courtefie,  dues  of  gratitude  : 
Thy  half  o'th'  kingdom  thou  haft  not  forgot, 
Wherein  I  thee  endowed. 

Reg.  Good  fir,  to  th'  purpofe.      {Trumpet  within. 

Lear,  Who  put  my  man  i'th'  flocks? 

Enter  Steivard, 

Corn.  What  trumpet's  that? 

Reg.  I  knov/'tj  my  lifter's :  this  approves  her  letter. 
That  fee  would  foon  be  here.    Is  your  lady  come  ? 
Lear,  Out,  varlet,  from  my  fight! 
Cot  n.  What  means  your  grace  ? 

Enter  Gonerill. 
Lear.  Who  ftockt  my  fervant  ?  Regan,  Fve  good 
hope 

Thou  didit  not  know  on't— — Who  comes  here? 
O  heav'ns, 

If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  fweet  fway 

Hallow  obedience^  if  yourfelves  are  old. 

Make  it  your  caufe  ;  fend  down  and  take  my  part.  ^ 

Art  not  afliam'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? 

O  Regan,  will  you  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Gan,  Why  not  by  th'hand,  fir?  how  have  I  of- 
fended ? 

All's  not  offence,  thar  indiferetion  finds. 
And  dotnoe  terms  fo. 

o 

Lear.  O  fides,  you  are  too  tough  ! 
Will  you  yet  hold  ? — how  came  my  man  I'th'  ftocks  ? 

Corn.  I  fet  him  there,  fir  ;  but  his  own  diforders 
Deferv'd  much  iefs  advancement. 

Lear.  You  ?  did  you  ? 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  feem  fo. 
If,  *till  the  expiration  of  your  month. 
You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  my  fifter, 
Difmifling  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me  ! 
Vm  now  horn  home,  and  out  of  that  provifion 
Which  lhaii  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Keturn  to  her  ?  and  fifty  men  difmifs'd  ? 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  chufe 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  ov/1 ; 

Than 
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Than  have  my  fmallefl:  wants  fupph'ed  by  her. 
Gon,  At  your  choice,  fir. 

Lear.  I  pr'ythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad, 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child.    Farewel  ; 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another. 
Let  fhame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it ; 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  fhoot, 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high- judging  Jove. 
Mend,  when  thou  canft ;  be  better,  at  thy  leifur?. 
I  can  be  patient,  I  can  llay  with  Regan  ; 
I,  and  my  hundred  knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  lb  : 
I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome. 

Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  ? 

Reg,  I  dare  avouch  it,  fir  :  what,  fifty  followers } 
Is  it  not  well  ?  what  inould  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea,  or  fo  many  ?  fince  both  rharge  and  danger. 
Speak  gainil:  fo  great  anum.ber:  how  in  one  houfe 
Should  many  people  under  i\xo  commands 
Hold  amity  ?    'Tis  hard,  almoft  impoffible. 

Gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  lord,  receive  attend- 
ance 

From  thofe  that  Hie  calls  fervants,  or  from  mine  ? 
Reg,  Why  not,  my  lord }  if  then  they  chanc'd  to 
flack  ye, 

We  could  controul  them.    If  you'll  come  to  me^ 
(For  now  I  fpy  a  danger)  I  entreat  you 
To  bring  but  five-and-twenty  ;  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all — 

Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 

Lear.  Oh,  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fweet  heav'n  ! 
Keep  me  in  temper  !  I  would  not  be  mad ! 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  lord  ; 
Vv  hat  need  you  five-and-twenty,  ten,  or  five. 
To  follow  in  a  houfe,  where  twice  fo  mdny 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  t 

Reg.  What  needs  one  ? 

Lear.  O,  reafon  not  the  need  :  our  bafe[l  beggars 
Are  in  the  pooreft  thing  fuperfluous  y 

D  3  Allow 
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Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 

ivjan's  life  is  cheap  as  beafts.    But  for  true  need^ 
You  heav'ns,  give  nie  that  patience  v/hich  I  needf 
You  fee  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man, 
As  full  of  grief  as  years ;  wretched  in  both  ; 
If  it  be  you  that  ftir  thefe  daughters'  hearts 
Againll:  their  father,  fool  me  not  fo  much 
To  bear  it  tamely  ;  touch  me  with  noble  anger  ; 

0  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops. 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks  !  No,  you  unnat'ral  hags, 

1  v/ill  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both, 

That  all  the  world  fliail — I  will  do  fuch  things, 
What  they  are,  yet  I  know  not ;  but  they  fliall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth  :  you  think,  Til  weep  ; 
No,  ril  not  weep.    I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping: 
This  heart  fhall  break  into  a  thoufand  flaws, 
Or  ere  1  weep.    O  gods,  I  fliall  go  mad  !  [Exeunt. 

End  of  the  Second  ACT. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE,    A  Heath.  Storm. 

Enter  Lear  and  Kent 
Lear. 

BLOW  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks ;  rage,  blow  ; 
You  catara(5ls,  and  hunicanoes,  fpout 
Till  you  have  drench'dour  fteeples,  drown'd  the  cocks! 
YouVulph'rous  and  thought-executing  fires. 
Vaunt-couriers  of  oak-cleaving  thunder  bolts. 
Singe  my  white  head.    And  thou  all  (baking  thunder. 
Strike  fiat  the  thick  rotundity  o'thVorld  ; 
Crack  nature's  mould,  ail  germins  fpill  at  once 
That  make  ingrateful  man. 

Kent.  Not  all  my  beft  intreaties  can  perfuade  him 
Into  feme  needful  flielter,  or  to  'bide 
This  poor  flight  cov'ring  on  his  aged  head, 
Expos'd  to  ibis  wild  war  of  earth  and  heav'n.  [Thunder. 

Lear. 
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Lear.  Rumble  thy  belly  full,  fpit  fire,  fpout  rain  ; 

Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters  ; 

I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  v/ith  unkindnefs; 

I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  cali'd  you  children  ;  ' 

You  ov^e  me  no  fubfcription.    Then  let  fall 

Your  horrible  pleafure  ; — here  I  ftand  your  flave; 

A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  man! 

But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  minifters, 

That  have  v^ith  two  pernicious  daughters  joyn'd 

Your  high-engender'd  battles,  'gainft  a  head 

So  old  and  white  as  this.    Oh  !  oh  !  'tis  foul. 
Kent.  Hard  by,  fir,  is  a  hovel  that  will  lend 

Some  fhelter  frofii  this  tempeih 

Lear.  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience  r 

I  will  fay  nothing. 

Kent.  Alas,  fir!  things  that  love  night, 
Love  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe  :  the  wrathful  fkies 
Gallow  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark, 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves:  fince  I  was  man. 
Such  ilieets  of  fire,  fuch  burfts  of  horrid  thunder, 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard. 

Le/ir.  Let  the  great  gods. 
That  keep  this  dreadful  pudder  o'er  our  heads, 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.    Tremble,  thou  wretch, 
That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
Unwhipt  of  juftice.    Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand: 
Thou  perjure,  and  thou  fimular  of  virtue. 
That  art  inceftuous:  caitiff,  fhake  to  pieces, 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  feeming. 
Haft  pradis'd  on  man's  life: — Clofe  pent-up  guilts. 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  afk 
Thefe  dreadful  fummoners  grace. — I  am  a  man, 
More  finn'd  againft,  than  finning. 
Kent,  Good  fir,  to  the  hovel ! 
Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 
Come  on,  my  boy.    Hoft  doft,  my  boy  }  art  cold  } 
I'm  cold  myfelf.    Where  is  the  ftraw,  my  fellow.'^ 
The  art  of  our  necefllties  is  ftrange, 
That  can  make  vile  things  precious.    Come,  your 
hovel ; 

Poor 
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Poor  knave,  I've  one  part  in  my  heart, 
Thaf  s  forry  yet  for  thee.  [Exeu?it, 

SCENE,  Af2  Aparlimnt  in  GlocefterV  Cajlle. 

Enter  Glocefter,  and  Edmand. 

Qh.  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  1  like  not  this  unnatu- 
ral dealing;  when  I  defired  their  leave  that  I  might 
pity  him,  they  took  from  me  the  ufe  of  mine  own 
houfe  i  charg'd  me  on  pain  of  perpetual  difpleafure, 
neither  to  fpeak  of  him,  entreat  for  him,  or  any  way 
fuftain  him. 

Edm.  Mo  ft  favage  and  unnatural  \ 

Glo,  Go  to ;  fay  you  nothing.  There  is  divifiOH' 
between  the  Dukes,  and  a  worfe  matter  than  that  :  I 
have  receiv'd  a  letter  this  night,  'tis. dangerous  to  be 
fpoken  ;  (I  have  locked  the  letter  in  my  clofet :)  thefe 
injuries,  the  king  now  bears,  will  be  revenged  home ; 
there  is  a  part  of  a  power  already  footed;  we  muft 
incline  to  the  king:  I  will  look  for  him,  and  privily 
relieve  him;  go  you,  and  maintain  talk  with  the 
Duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him  perceiv'd.  If 
he  afli:  for  m,e,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed  ;  if  I  die  for 
it,  as  no  lefs  is  threatened  me,  the  King  my  old  maf- 
ter  muft  be  relieved.  There  are  fcrange  things  to- 
ward, Edmund;  pray  you  be  careful.  [ExiL 

Edm  This  courtefy,  forbid  thee^  fliall  the  duke 
Inftan.tly  know,  and  of  that  letter  too. 
This  feems  a  fair  deferving,  and  muft  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  iofes ;  no  lefs  than  all. 
The  younger  rifes  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [Exit, 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Part  of  the  Heath  nvith  a  HoveL 

Enter  Lear  and  Kent, 
Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  lord  ;  good  my  lord, 
enter  ; 

The  tyranny  o'th'  open  night's  too  rough 
For,  nature  to  endure.. 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good,  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Wilt  break  my  heart? 

Kent.  I'd  rather  break  mine  own;  good  my  lord, 
enter.  Lear. 
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Lear.  Thou  thlnk'il  'tis  much,  that  this  contenti- 
ous ftorm 
Invades  us  to  the  Ikin  ;  fa  'tis  to  thee  ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fixt, 
The  lefler  is  fcarce  felt.    The  tempeft  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  fenfes  take  all  feeling  elfe, 
Save  what  beats  there.    Filial  ingratitude! 
Is  it  not,  as  this  mouth  fhould  tear  this  hand 
For  lifting  food  to't? — But  I'll  punilli  home. 
No,  I  will  weep  no  more — In  fuch  a  night, 
To  lliut  me  out? — pour  on,  I  will  endure  : 
In  fuch  a  night  as  this?  O  Regan,  Gonerill, 
Your  old  kind  father,  whofe  frank  heart  gave  all— • 
O,  that  way  madnefs  lies;  let  me  fliun  that; 
No  more  of  that — 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Pr'ythee,  go  in  thyfelf ;  feek  thine  own  eafe; 
This  tempeft  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more— but  I'll  go  in^ 
In,  boy,  go  firft.    You  houfelefs  poverty- 
Nay,  get  thee  in ;  I'll  pray,  and  then  I'll  fleep— 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wherefoe'er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitilefs  ftorm! 
How  fliall  your  houfelefs  heads,  and  unfed  iidesv 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggednefs  defend  you. 
From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe  ? — O,  I  have  ta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this !  Take  phyfic,  pomp  ; 
Expofe  thyfelf  to  feel  what  wretches  feel, 
That  thou  may'ft  iliake  the  fuperflux  to  them, 
And  iliew  the  heav'ns  more  juft. 

Edg.  tvitbin.  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half! 
poor  Tom. 

Kent.  What  art  thou,  that  doft  grumble  there  i'th' 
draw  ?  come  forth. 

Enter  Edgar  difguis'd  like  a  Madman. 

Ed^.  Away!  the  foul  fiend  follows  me.  Through 
the  fharp  hawthorn  blov/s  the  cold  wind.  Humph, 
go  to  thy  bed  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Didft  thou  give  all  to  thy  daughters?  and  art 
thou  come  to  this  ? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom?  whom 

the 
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the  foul  fiend  hath  Jed  through  fire  and  through  flame, 
tlirough  ford  and  whirlpool,  o'er  bog  and  quagmire  ; 
that  hath  laid  knives  under  his  piilovv,  and  haiters  in 
his  pew ;  fet  ratfbane  by  his  porridge,  made  him 
proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting  horfe,  over 
four-inch'd  bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  lliadow  for  a 
traitor, — blefs  thy  five  wits  ;  Tom's  a  cold.    O  do, 

de,  do,  de,  do,  de  [Jhinjcring.]    blefs  thee  from 

wliirl-winds,  ftar-blafting,  and  taking ;  do  poor  Tom 
fonie  chariry,  whom  the  foul  fiend  vexes.  There 
could  I  have  him  now,  and  there,  and  here  again, 
and  there.  [Storm  fi ill, 

Lear.  What  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to 
this  pafs  ? 

Couldft  thou  fave  nothing?  didft  thou  give  ^em  all  ? 
Now  all  the  plagues,  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hang  fated  o'er  mens  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters  f 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters,  fir. 

Lear.  Death!  traitor,  nothing  could  have  fubdued 
nature 

To  fuch  a  lownefs,  but  his  unkind  daughters. 

Edg  PilJicock  fat  on  pillicock-hili,  alow,  alow, 
loo.  Too! 

Lear,  Is  it  the  faHiion  that  difcarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flefh  } 
Judicious  puniihment!  'twas  this  fieili  begot 
Thofe  pelican  daughters. 

EJg.  Take  heed  o'  th'  fcul  fiend  ;  obey  thy  parents ; 
keep  thy  word  juftly  ;  fwear  not;  commit  not  with 
man's  fworn  fpoufe  ;  fet  not  thy  fv»xet  heart  on  proud 
array.    Tom's  a-cold. 

Lear.  What  hall  thoii  been  } 

Edg  A  ferving-man,  proud  in  heart,  that  curl'd 
my  hair,  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  ferv'd  the  luft  of  my 
niiilrefs's  heart,  and  did  the  ad:  of  darknefs  with  her. 
fwore  as  many  oaths  as  I  fpoke  v.'ords,  and  broke 
them  in  the  fweet  face  of  heav'n.  Falfe  of  hearty 
light  of  ear,  bloody  of  hand,  hog  in  f^oth,  fox  ia 
fteahh,  wolf  in  greedinefs,  dox  in  madnefs,  lion  in 
prey.  Let  not  the  creaking  of  flioes,  nor  the  ruft^ 
ling  of  filk  betray  thy  poor  heart  to  women.  Keep 
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thy  foot  out  of  brothels,  thy  hand  out  of  plackets, 
thy  pen  from  lender's  book,  and  defy  the  foul  fiend. 
Still  through  the  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind. 

[S^lorm  Jlill. 

Liar.  Thou  wert  better  in  thy  grave,  than  to  an- 
fwer  with  thy  uncover'd  body  this  extremity  of  the 
frdes.  Is  man  no  more  than  this?  confider  him  well. 
Thou  ow'ft  the  worm  no  filk,  the  beall:  no  hide,  the 
flieep  no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume.  Aha!  here's  tv/o 
of  us  are  fophifticated.  Thou  art  the  thing  itfelf ; 
unaccommodated  man  is  no  more  but  fuch  a  poor, 
bare,  forked  animal  as  thou  art.  Off,  off,  you  lend- 
ings :   come,   unbutton  here. 

[Teariiig  off  his  chaihs. 

Kent,  Defend  his  wits,  good  heaven  ! 

Lear.  One  point  I  had  forgot;  v.'hat  Is  your  name  ? 

Edg.  Poor  Tom,  that  eats  the  fwimming  fro^,  the 
wall-newt  and  the  water-newt;  that  in  the  fury  of  his 
heart,  when  the  foul  fiend  rages,  eats  cow  dung  for 
fallads,  fwallows  the  old  rat,  and  the  ditch-dog  ;  that 
drinks  the  green  mantle  of  the  landing  pool ;  that's 
whipt  from  tything  to  tything  ;  that  has  three  fuits  to 
his  back,  fix  ihirts  to  his  body. 

Horfe  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear, 
But  rats  and  mice,  and  fuch  fmall  deer. 
Have  been  Tom's  food  for  fe\  en  long  year. 
Fraterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  m.c,  Nero  is  an  angler 
in  the  lake  of  darknefs.    Pray  innocent,  and  bev/are 
the  foul  fiend. 

Lear,  Right,  ha!  ha!  was  it  not  pleafant  to  have 
a  thoufand  with  red-hot  fpits  come  hilling  upon  them  ? 

Edg,  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  miQ\i,\Afidi. 
They  mar  my  counterfeiting. 

Lear,  The  little  dogs  and  all,.  Tray,  Blanch,  and 
Sweet-Heart,  fe*e  they  bark  at  me. 

EcJg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  em:  avaunt,  ye 
curs. 

Be  thy  mouth,  or  black,  or  white, 
Tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite; 
MalliflT,  grey-hound,  mungrelgrim. 
Hound,  or  fpaniel,  brache,  or  hym: 

Bob- 
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Bob-tall  tike,  or  trundle-tail, 
Tom  will  make  'em  weep  and  wail : 
For  with  throwing  thus  my  head. 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Gome,  march  to  wakes  and  fairs,  and  market- towns. 
Poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry. 
Lear.  You,  fir,  I  entertain  you  for  one  of  ray  hun- 
dred, only  I  do  not  like  the  fafliion  of  your  garments; 
you'll  fay  they  are  Perfian  ;  but  no  matter,  let  'em  be 
-changed. 

Edg,  This  is  the  foul  flibbertigibbet;  he  begins  at 
Curfew,  and  walks  till  the  firft  cock  ;  he  gives  the 
web,  and  ^he  pin  ;  knits  the  elflock ;  fquints  eye, 
and  makes  the  hair-lip;  mildews  the  white  wheat,  and 
Jiurts  the  poor  creatures  of  the^arth, 
Swithin  footed  thrice  the  world. 
He  met  the  night-mare,  and  her  nine-fold, 

'Twas  there  he  did  appoint  her ; 
He  bid  her  alight,  and  her  troth  plight. 
And  aroynt  the  witch,  aroynt  her. 
Enter  Glocefler. 
Lear.  What's  he? 

Glo.  What,  has  your  grace  no  better  company  } 
Edg.  The  prince  of  darknefs  is  a  gentleman ;  Modo 
he  iscail'd,  and  Mahu. 

Glo.  Go  with  me,  fir ;  hard  by  I  have  a  tenant. 
My  duty  cannot  fuffer  me  to  obey  in  all  your  Daugh- 
ters hard  commands,  who  have  enjoin'd  me  to  make 
fad  my  doors,  and  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold 
upon  you.  Yet  have  I  ventur'd  to  come  feek  you 
out,  and  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  are 
Teady. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  take  this  ofi'er. 

Lear.  Firft  let  me  talk  with  this  philofopher  ; 
What  is  the  caufe  of  thunder? 

Glo.  Befeech  you  fir,  to  go  into  the  houfe. 

Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  The- 
ban.    Whatis  your  ftudy  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  ver- 
min. 

Lear,  Let  nie  alk  you  a  word  in.  private, 

Kent, 
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Kent.  His  wits  are  quite  unfettled ;  good  fir,  let's 
force  him  hence. 

Glo,  Can'ft  bJaine  him?  His  daughters  feek  his 
death  ;  this  bedlam  but  difturbs  him  the  more.  Fel- 
low, be  gone. 

Edg.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  came, 
His  word  was  ftill  fie,  foh,  and  fum, 
I  fmeJl  the  blood  of  a  Britilli  man. —  [^Exit, 

Glo.  Now,  prithee,  friend,  let  us  take  him  in  our 
'arms,  and  carry  him  where  he  fliall  find  both  welcome 
and  prote6lion.    Good  fir,  along  v/ith  us ! 

Lear,  You  fay  right.  Let  them  anatomife  Regan  ! 
See  what  breeds  about  her  heart !  Is  there  any  caufe  ia 
nature  for  thefe  hard  hearts.'^ 

Kent.  I  do  befeech  your  grace. 

Lear,  Hiftl^^make  no  noife  !  make  no  noife  ! — fo, 
fo!  we'll  to  fupper  in  the  morning.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Glocefter'.?  Palace. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gonerill,  Edmund,  and 
Attendants. 

Corn,  ril  have  revenge  ere  t  depart  this  houfe. 
Regan,  fee  here!  a  plot  upon  our  ftate  ; 
'Tis  Glo'ller's  character;  he  has  betray'd 
His  double  truft,  of  fubjedt  and  of  hoft. 

Reg.  Then  double  be  our  vengeance! 

Edni.  Oh  that  this  treafon  had  not  been,  or  I 
Not  the  difcoverer  \ 

Corn.  Edmund,  thou  flialt  find 
A  dearer  father  in  our  love.  Henceforth 
We  calJ  thee  earl  of  Glo'fter. 

Edm.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  grace,  and  will 
perfevere  in  my  loyalty,  tho'  the  conflii^  be  fore  be- 
tween that  and  my  blood. 

Corn.  Our  dear  fifter  Gonerill,  do  you  pofl:  fpeedi- 
ly  to  my  lord  your  hufband ;  fliew  him  this  letter: 
the  army  of  France  is  landed;  feek  out  the  traitor 
Glo^fter. 

Reg.  Hang  him  infl:antly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.   Leave  Ijim  to  my  difpleafure.  Edmund, 
E  keep 
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keep  you  our  filler  company;  the  revenges  ^-e  are 
bound  to  take  upon  your  father,  are  not  fit  for  your 
beholding.  Advife  the  Duke,  where  you  are  going, 
to  a  mod  hafty  preparation  ;  we  are  bound  to  the 
like.  Our  polls  lliall  be  fwift,  and  intelligent  be- 
twixt us.  Farewel,  dear  fiiler;  farewel  my  lord  of 
Glo'fter. 

Enter  Steivard, 
How  now  ^  where' s  the  King  } 

Sieiv,  My  lord  of  Glo'fter  has  convey'd  him  hence. 
Some  five  or  fix-and-thirty  of  his  knights 
Are  gone  with  him  tow'rd  Dover!  where  they  boaft 
To  have  well-armed  friends. 

Corn,  Get  horfes  for  your  miftrefs. 
Gen.  Farewel,  fweet  lord  and  filler. 

[Exeunt  Gon,  and  Edm. 

•Ccrn.  Edmund,  farewel.  Go  feek  the  traitor 

Glo'fter; 

Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us: 
Though  well  we  may  not  pals  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  juflice    yet  our  pow'r 
Shall  do  a  courtTie  to  our  wrath,  which  mea 
May  blame,  but  not  controul. 

'Enter  Glccefter,  brought  in  by  Serrjonts, 
Who's  there?  the  traitor  .^^ 

Re£,  'Tishe:  thank  heaven,  he's  ta'en. 
Corn.  Bind  faft  his  arms. 
GIo.  What  mean  your  graces? 
You  are  my  guefts:  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends.^ 
Corn.  Bind  him,  I  fay.  [^bey  bind  him, 

Reg.  Hard,  hard:  O  traitor]  thouilialt  find — 
Ccrn.  Come,  fir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from 
France  ? 

And  v/hat  confed'racy  have  you  with  the  traitors. 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

Reg.  To  whofe  hands 
Have  you  fent  the  lunatick  king?  fpeak. 

Corn.  W~here  haft  thou  fent  the  king? 

Glo.  To  Dover. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 
WaCt  thou  not  charg'd,  at  peril  — 
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Corn.  Wherefore  to  Dover  B  let  him  firfl:  anfwer 
that. 

Glo.  I  am  ty'd  to  th'  ftake,  and  I  muft  (laad  the 
courfe. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover? 

Clo.  Becaufe  I  v/ould  not  fee  thy  cruel  naiFs 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes,  nor  thy  fierce  filter 
Carve  his  anointed  flefix;  but  I  fliall  fee 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  fuch  children. 

Duke.  See't  thou  ilialt  never;  (laves,  perform  yotiT 
v/ork ; 

Out  with  thofe  treacherous  ey^s ;  difpatch,  I  fay  ; 

Glo.  and  S€ri:ant5. 

If  thou  feeft  vengeance — 

Glo.  [ut.ithout]  He  that  v/ill' ihiiik  to  live  'till  he 
be  old 

Give  me  fome  help. — O  cruel!  oh  !  ye  gods. 

Seru.  Hold,  hold,  my  lord,  I  bar  your  cruelty; 
r cannot  love  your  fafety,  and  give  way 
To  fuch  barbarous  praiSice. 

Duke,  Ah,  my  villain  ! 

Ser^,  I  have  been  your  fervant  from  my  infancy^ 
But  better  fervlce  have  I  never  done  you 
1'han  with  this  boldnefs — 

Duke.  Take  thy  death,  ftave. 

Ser^.  Nay  then,  revenge!  [^^g^^* 
Reg,  Help  here  !  are  you  not  hurt,  my  lord  ? 

Re-enter  Gloceller  and  Ser-uants. 
Glo.  All  dark  and  comfortlefs — where's  my  fon 
Edmund.'' 

Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  fparks  of  nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  a6t. 

Reg.  Out,  treacherous  villain. 
Thou  cali'll  on  him  that  hates  thee  :  It  v/as  he, 
That  broach'd  thy  treafons  to  us. 

Glo.  O  my  follies  ! 
Then  Edo;ar  w^as  abus'd.    Kind  ^ods,  forgive 
Me  that,  and  profper  him  ! 

Reg.  Go  thrull  him  out 
At  gates,  and  let  him  fiiiell  his  way  to  Dover. 

[Exeunt  zvtlh  Glo. 
E  z  How 
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How  is't,  my  lord  ^  how  look  you  ? 

0/77.  I  have  received  a  hurt :  follow  me,  lady.— 
Turn  out  that  eyelefs  villain;  throw  this  flave 
Upon  the  dunghill. — Regan,  I  bleed  apace. 
Ufl-tiaiely  conies  this  hurt.    Give  n:e  your  arm. 

[Exit,  led  Regan, 

End  of  the  rbird  A  C  T. 

A    C    T  IV. 

SCENE  an  open  Country. 

Enter  E^lgar. 

Y£T  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd, 
Than  dill  contemn'd  a.nd  fiatter'd.    To  be 
worft, 

The  lov.^eft,  mod  dejeiSled  thing  of  fortune, 
Stands  ftili  in  efperance;  lives  not  in  fear. 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  beft  i 
The  v/orft  returns  to  comfort. 

Enter  Glocefter,  led  by  an  old  Man. 

Who  comes  here  ? 

My  father  poorly  led  ?  World,  world,  O  world! 
But  that  thy  ftrange  mutations  make  us  wait  thee, 
Life  v/ou Id  not  yield  to  age. 

Old  Man.  O  my  good  lord,  I  have  been  your  te- 
nant. 

And  your  father's  tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  years. 

G/s.  Away,  get  thee  av/ay :  good  friend,  be  gone  ; 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all, 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  You  cannot  fee  your  v/ay. 

Glo.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes : 
I  tumbled  when  I  faw.    O  dear  ion  Edgar, 
i.'Jight  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touch, 
I'd  fay,  I  had  eyes  again ! 

Old  Man.  How  now  ?  who's  there  ? 
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Eilg.  O  gods!  who  iVt  can  fay,  Vm  at  the  worft;^ 
Tm  vvorfe,  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man.  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 

Glo.      it  a  beggar-man  ? 

Old  Ma;j.  Madman,  and  beggar  too. 

Glo.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elle  he  could  not  beg. 
I'th'  laft  night's  ftorm  I  luch  a  fellow  faw  ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man,  a  worm.    My  fon 
Came  then  into  my  mind  ;  and  yet  my  mind 
V/ as  then  fcarce  friends  with  him.    I've  heard  more 
fince.  . 

As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  th'  gods; 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Edg.  Alas,  he's  fenfible  that  I  was  wrong'd. 
And  iliould  I  own  myfelf,  his  tender  heart 
Would  break  betwixt  extremes  of  grief  and  joy. 
Bad  is  the  trade  mull:  play  the  fool  to  forrow, 
Ang'ring  itfelf  and  others.  Blefs  thee,  mafter. 

G/o   is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  Mart.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Glo.  Get  thee  away:  if,  for  my  fake, 
Thou  wilt  o'er  take  us  hence  a  mile  or*  twain 
r  th'  way  tow'rd  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love; 
And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  v/retch, 
Whom  ril  intreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  Alack,  fir  ,  he  is  mad. 

Glo,  'Tis  the  time's  plague,  v/hen  madmen  lead  the 
blind: 

Do  as  I  bid,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure; 
Above  the  reft,  begone. 

Old  Man.  I'll  bring  him  the  beft  'parrel  that  I  have. 
Come  on't  what  will.  [Exit, 

Glo.  Sirrah,  naked  fellow! 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold. — I  cannot  fool  it  further* 

Glo,  Come  hither,  fellow, 

Edg.  And  yet  I  muft ; 
Blefs  thy  fweet  eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Know'il:  thou  the  way  to  Dover 

Edg.  Both  ftileand  gate,  horfe-way  and  foot-path: 
poor  Tom  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good  wits. 
Blefs  thee,  good  man,  from  the  foul  fiend, 

E  3  Glo, 
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Glo.  Here,  take  this  purfe,  thou  whom  the  heav'ns 
plagues 

Have  humbled  to  all  rtrokes.    That  1  am  wretched, 
Makes  thee  the  happier:  heav'ns  deal  fo  ftili! 
Doft  thou  know  Dover  ? 
Eda,  Ay,  raafter. 

Glo.  There  is  a  clift,  whofe  high  and  bending 
h^ad 

Looks  fearfully  on  the  confined  deep: 

Bring  me  bur  to  the  very  brink  of  it, 

And  I'll  repair  the  mifery  thou  doft  bear, 

With  fomething  rich  about  me:  from  that  place 

I  ilia  11  no  leading  need. 

Eclg,  Give  me  thy  arm, 
Poor  Tom  iliall  lead  thee.  \Exeunt, 

SCENE,  the  Duke  of  Albany'j  Palace, 
Enter  Gonerill  and  Edmund. 

Gon,   Welcome,  my  lord.    I  marvel,   our  mild 
hufband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way. 

Enter  Sieuuard, 
Now,  where*s  your  mafter } 

Ste^.  Madam,  within ;  but  never  man  fo  chang'd: 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed ; 
He  fmil'd  at  it.    I  told  him  you  were  coming ; 
His  anfwer  was.  The  worfe.  Of  Glo'fter's  treachery, 
And  of  the  loyal  fervice  of  his  fon. 
When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  calPd  me  Sot. 
What  moft  he  lliould  diflike,  feems  pleafant  to  him; 
What  like,  ofFenfive. 

Gon.  Then  fhall  you  go  no  further.         {Tq  Edm. 
It  is  the  cowiili  terror  of  his  fpirit, 
That  dares  not  undertake. 
Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother  ; 
Haften  his  mufters,  and  conduct  his  powers. 
I  mud  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  diftaff 
Into  my  hufband's  hands.    This  trufty  fervant 
Shall  pafs  between  us:  you  ere  long  fhall  hear. 
If  you  dare  venture  on  your  own  behaJf, 

A  mif- 
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Amillrefs's  command. 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well, 

Edm.  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 

Gon,  My  mod  dear  Glo'rter!  [i?;^// Edmund. 

Oh,  the  ftrange  difference  of  nun  and  man! 
To  thee  a  woman's  fervices  are  due, 
My  fool  ufurps  my  duty. 

Steixi,  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord.  [Exit^ 

Enter  Albany. 

Alb.  O  Gonerill,  what  have  you  done  ? 
Tygers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  performed? 
A  father  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
"^Moft  barbVous,  n.ofl:  degenerate,  have  you  madded. 
How  cou'd  my  brother  fufFer  you  to  do  it^ 
A  man,  a  prince  by  him  fo  benefited  I 

Gon.  Milk  liver'd  man  ! 
That  bear'ft  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs  ; 
Where's  thy  drum  ? 

France  fpreads  his  banners  In  our  noifelefs  land, 
Whilfl:  thou,  a  moral  fool,  fit'ft  ftiil,  and  cry'ft. 
Alack!  why  does  he  fo?^— 

Alb.  Thou  chang'd,  and  felf-c  on  verted  thing !  for 
fhame, 

Be-monfter  not  thy  feature. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  Oh,  my  good  lord,  the  Duke  of  Cornwairs 
dead ; 

Slain  by  his  fervant,  going  to  put  out 
The  earl  of  Glo'fter's  eyes. 
Alb.  Glo'fter's  eyes ! 

Mef.  A  fervant,  that  he  bred,  thrlll'd  with  remorfe, 
Opposed  the  horrid  adt ;  bending  his  fword 
Againil  his  mafter:  who,  thereat  inrag'd. 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongft  them  felTd  him  dead; 
But  not  without  that  harmful  ftroke,  which  fince 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb.  This  fhews  you  are  above. 
You  juftices,  that  thefe  our  nether  crimes 
So  fpeedily  can  venge.    But  O  poor  Glo'fter ! 
Where  was  his  fon  when  they  did  take  his  eyes  ? 

Mef, 
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Mef,  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 
Alb,  He's  not  here. 

Mef.  No,  my  good  lord,  he  is  return'd  again. 
Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickednefs  } 
Mef,  Ay,  my  good  lord,  'twas  he  inform'd  againft 
him, 

And  quit  the  houfe  of  purpofe,  that  their  punilli- 
ment 

Might  have  the  freer  courfe. 

Alb.  Gio'iter,  I  live 
To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  fhew'dff  the  King,- 
A.nd  to  revenge  thine  eyes.    Come  hither,  friend, 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know'ft.     [Gmng,  reiurns* 
See  •  hyielf,  Goneriil ! 
Proper  deformity  fliews  not  in  the  fiend, 
So  hoi  rid  a?  in  woman. 

Gon.  O  vain  fool !  [Exit  Alb.  and  Mejf, 

That  haft  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  difcerning 
Thine  honour  from  thv  fufFering  ! 

Enter  Steivard,  uuith  a  letter* 

Sieiv,  This  letter,  madam,  craves  a  fpeedy  anfwer: 
'Tis  from  your  fifter.    Cornwall  being  dead, 
His  lofs  your  fifter  has  in  part  fupply'd, 
Making  earl  Edmund  general  of  her  forces. 

Gon.  One  way  I  like  this  well  : 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Glo'fter  with  her, 
May  pluck  down  all  the  building  of  my  love, 
ril  read,  and  anfwer  thel'e  dirpat,ches  ftrait. 
It  was  great  ign'rance,  GIo' iter's  eyes  being  out, 
To  let  him  live.    Add  fpeed  unto  your  journey. 
And  if  you  chance  to  meet  that  old  blind  traitor. 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off.  [Exeufif, 

SCENE,  Do^er. 
Enter  Kent,  and  a  Gentleman, 

Kent,  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  Queen  to  any  de- 

monftration  of  grief  .f* 
Gent,  Yes,  fir;  fhe  took  'em,  read  'em  in  my  pre- 

fence  5 

And 
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And  now  and  then  a  big  round  tear  ran  down 
Her  delicate  cheek:  much  mov'd,  but  not  to  rage, 
Patience  with  forrow  ftrove.    Her  fuiiles  and  tears 
Were  like  a  wetter  May. 

Kent.  Spoke  you  with  her  lince  ? 

Gent.  No. 

Kent.  Well,  fir ;  the  poor  diftreffed  Lear's  in  town  ^ 
Who  fometinies,  in  his  better  tune  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about ;  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  fee  Cordelia. 

Gent.  Why,  good  fir? 

Kent.  A  fiDv'reign  iliame  fo  bows  him  ;  his  unkind- 
nefs, 

That  ftript  her  from  his  benedldion,  turn'd  her 
To  foreign  cafualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters ;  thefe  things  fting  hhn 
So  venomoufly,  that  burning  fliame  detains  him 
From  his  dear  daughter. 

Gent.  Alack,  poor  gentleman  f 

Kent,  Of  Albany's,  and  Cornwairs  powers  you 
heard. 

Gent.  'Tis  fo,  they  are  a-foot. 

Kent.  Well,  fir,  Til  bring  you  to  our  matter  Lear^ 

And  leave  you  to  attend  him.    Some  dear  caufe 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awhik: 
When  I  am  known  aright,  you  fhall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.   Pray,  along  with  me. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE,    a  Camp. 
Enter  Cordelia,  Phyfciansy  and  Soldiers. 

Cor.  Alack,  'tis  he  5  why  he  was  met  ev'n  now 
As  mad  as  the  vext  fea,  finging  aloud. 
Crowned  with  flowers,  and  all  the  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  fuftaining  corn. — Their  poor  old  father! 
Oh  fillers,  fillers !  fliame  of  ladies!  fifters! 
Ha,  Regan,  Gonerill !  what!  i'th'llorm  !  i'th'night? 
Let  pity  ne'er  believe  it !  Oh  my  heart ! 

Ihjf.  Take  comfort,  madam;  there  are  means  to 
cure  him. 

Cor. 
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Cor.  No  I  'tis  too  probable  the  furious  llorm 
Has  pierc'd  his  tender  body  paft  all  cure  ; 
And  the  bleak  winds,  cold  rain,  and  fulph'rous  light* 
'ning, 

Unfettled  his  care-wearied  mind  for  ever. 
Send  forth  a  century,  bring  him  to  our  eye  ; 
Try  all  the  art  of  man,  all  medicine's  power^. 
For  the  reftoring  his  bereaved  fenfe ! 
He  that  helps  him,  take  all ! 

Phyf.  Be  patient,  madam  : 
Our  fofter  nurfe  of  Nature  is  repofe, 
The  which  he  lacks;  that  to  provoke  in  him 
Are  many  lenient  limples,  which  have  power 
To  clofe  the  eye  of  anguifh. 

Cor.  All  bleft  fecrets, 
All  you  unpublifh'd  virtues  of  the  earthy 
Spring  with  my  tears  ;  be  aidant  and  remediate 
In  the  good  man's  diftrefs!  feek,  feek  for  him  ; 
Left  his  ungovern'd  rage  difFolve  his  life. 

[Exeunt  Jttendants» 

If  Tt  be  fo,  one  only  boon  I  beg ; 
That  you'd  convey  me  to  his  breathlefs  trunk, 
"With  my  own  hands  to  clofe  a  father's  eyes, 
With  fhow'rs  of  tears  to  wafh  his  clay-cold  cheeks^ 
Then  o'er  his  limbs,  with  one  heart-rending  figh,. 
To  breathe  my  fpirit  out,  and  die  befide  him. 
Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

Mef.  News,  madam  : 
The  Britilli  pow'rs  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cor.  'Tis  known  before.    Our  preparation  ftands^ 
In  expe(Station  of  them.    Our  dear  father, 
It  is  thy  bufmefs  that  I  go  about:  therefore  great 
France 

My  mourning  and  important  tears  bath  pitied. 

No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite, 

But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE, 
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SCENE,  the  Country^  near  Dover. 

Enter  Glocefter,  and  Edgar  as  a  Peafant. 

do.  When  fliall  I  come  to  th'top  of  that  fame  hill? 
EJg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now.    Mark  hov/  we  la- 
bour. 

GIo.  Methinks,  the  ground  is  even, 
Edg.  Horrible  fteep. 
Hark,  do  you  hear  the  fea  ? 
Glo.  No,  truly. 

Edg,  Why  then  your  other  fenfes  grow  imperfeft 
By  your  eyes  anguilli. 

Glo.  So  may  it  be,  indeed. 
Methinks,  thy  voice  is  alter'd  ;  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
In  better  phrafe  and  matter  than  thou  didft. 

Edg,  You're  much  deceived :   in  nothing  am  I 
changed, 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo,  Sure,  you're  better  fpoken. 
Edg.  Come  on,  fir,  here's  the  plac€ — ftand  ftilL 
How  fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  caft  one's  eyes  fo  low  ! 
The  crows  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air. 
Shew  fcarce  fo  grofs  as  beetles.    Half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  famphire-;  dreadful  trade! 
Methinks,  he  feems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 
The  fi/liermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach, 
Appear  like  mice  ;  and  yond  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Diminifli'd  to  her  cock ;  her  cock  !  a  buoy 
Almoft  too  fmall  for  fight.    The  murmuring  furge 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high.    Til  look  no  more, 
Left  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  fight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Glo,  Set  me,  where  you  ftand. 
EiJg.  Give  me  your  hand  :  you're  now  within  a 
foot 

Of  th'  extream  verge :  for  all  below  the  moon 
Would  I  not  now  leap  forward. 

Glo.  Let  go  my  hand  : 
Here,  friend,  's  another  purfe,  in  it  a  jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking.    May  the  gods 

Frofper 
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Profper  It  with  thee  !  go  thou  further  off ; 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  fir.        [Seems  to  g9, 
I  trifle  thus  with  his  defpair  to  cure  it. 

Glo.  O  you  mighty  Gods  ! 
This  world  do  I  renounce  ;  and  in  your  fights  ^ 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliction  off : 
3f  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelefs  wills. 
My  fnuff  and  latter  part  of  nature  fliould 
Burn  itfelf  out.    If  Edgar  live,  O  blefs  him  ! 

Enter  Lear,  dre/l  madly  'VJith  floivers. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coyning  : 
I  am  the  King  himfelf. 

Glo.  Ha !  who  comes  here  ? 

Edg.  O  thou  fide-piercing  fight! 

Lear,  Nature's  above  art  in  that  refpe6t.  There's 
your  prefs-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like 
a  crow-keeper :  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard.  Look, 
look,  a  moufe  !  peace,  peace  there's  my  gauntlet, 
I'll  prove  it  on  a  giant.  Bring  up  the  brown  bills. 
O,  well  flown  barb!  i'th'  clout,  i'th'  clout:  hewgh  I 
►—give  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  marjoram. 

Lear.  Pafs ! 

Glo.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Hal  Goneriil !  hah!  Regan  I  they  flattered 
me  like  a  dog,  and  told  me  I  had  white  hairs  in  my 
beard  ere  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fay  ay,  and 
no,  to  every  thing  that  I  faid. — Ay,  and  no  too,  was 
no  good  divinity.  When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me 
once,  and  the  wind  to  make  me  chatter ;  when  the 
thunder  would  not  peace  at  my  bidding ;  there  I 
found  'em,  there  J  fmelt  'em  out.  Go  to,  they  are 
not  men  o'  their  words  j  they  told  me,  I  was  every 
thing  :  'tis  a  lie,  I  am  not  ague-proof. 

Glo.  The  trick  of  that  voice  I  do  well  remember : 
Is't  not  the  King } 

Lear.  Ay,  every  inch  a  king. 
When  I  dp  ilaj^,  fe€  how  the  fubjed  quakes. 

I  pardon 
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I  pardon  that  man's  life.    What  was  the  caufe  ? 
Adultry  ?  thou  flialt  not  die  ;  die  for  adultry  ?  no. 
To't,  luxury,  pell  mell  ;  for  J  lack  foldiers. 

Glo.  Not  all  my  forrov/s  paft  fo  deep  have  touch'd 
me 

As  thefe  fad  accents.    Sight  were  now  a  torment 

Lear,  Behold  yon  fimpering  dame,  whofe  face  pre- 
fages  fnow ;  that  minces  virtue,  and  does  iliake  the 
head  to  hear  of  pleafure's  name.  The  fitchew,  nor 
the  pampered  fteed  goes  to  it  with  a  more  riotous  ap- 
petite ;  down  from  the  waift  they  are  centaurs,  tho' 
women  all  above  :  but  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  inhe- 
rit, beneath  is  all  the  fiends.  There's  heil,  there's 
darknefs,  there's  the  fulphiirous  pit ;  fie,  fie,  fie ; 
pah,  pah  ;  arr  ounce  of  civet,  good  apothecary,  to 
fv/eeten  my  imagination  !  there's  money  for  thee. 

Glo.  O,  let  me  kifs  that  hand. 

Lear.  Let  me  wipe  it  firft,  it  fmells  of  mortality. 

Glo.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature  I 

Lear.  Arraign  her  firll; !  'tis  Gonerlli.  ]  here  take 
my  oath  before  this  honourable  aifem.bly,  fne  (Iruck 
the  poor  king  her  father. 

G/o,  Patience,  good  fir ! 

Lean  And  here's  another,  whofe  warpt  looks  pro- 
claim 

Vv^hat  ftore  her  heart  is  made  of — Stop  her  there  ! 
Arms,  arms,  fword,  fire! — Corruption  in  the  place! 
Faife  jufticer,  why  haft  thou  let  her  fcape  ? 

Glo.  O  pity,  fir!  where  is  the  firmnefs  now 
That  you  fo  oft  have  boafted. — Do  you  know  me? 

Lear.  I  do  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough!  do 
thy  word,  blind  Cupid  ;  I'll  not  love.  Read  you  this 
challenge,  mark  but  the  penning  of  it. 

Gh,  Were  all  the  letters  funs,  I  could  not  fee  one. 

EJg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report  ^  it  is,  and 
my  heart  breaks  ax  it. 

Lear.  Read. 

Glo.  What,  with  this  cafe  of  eyes.^ 

Lear.  Oh,  oh,  are  you  there  with  me?  no  eyes  In 
your  head,  nor  no  money  in  your  purfe?  yet  you  fee 
how  thi^  world  goes. 

F  Gh. 
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Glo.  I  fee  It  feelingly. 

Lear,  What,  art  mad?  a  man  may  fee  how  this 
world  goes,  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears  :  fee, 
how  yond  juilice  rails  upon  yond  fimple  thief.  Hark 
in  thine  ear:  change  places,  and  handy-dandy,  which 
is  the  jiiftice,  which  is  the  thief?  thou  hail  feen  a 
farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar? 

Gh,  Ay,  fir. 

Lear.  And  the  beggar  run  from  the  cur?  there  thou 
might'ft  behold  the  great  image  of  authority  i  a  dog's 
obcy'd  in  office.  

Thou  rafcal -beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand: 
Why  doft  thou  lafli  that  whore  ?  ftrip  thy  own  back  ; 
Thou  hotly  lufl'ft  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind. 
For  which  thou  whip'ft  her.    Th'  ufurer  hangs  the 
cozener. 

Through  tatter'd  weeds  fmall  vices  do  appear ; 
Robes  and  furred  gowns  hide  all.  Plate  Sins  with  gold. 
And  the  ftrong  lance  of  Juftice  hurtlefs  breaks ; 
Aim  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  ftraw  doth  pierce  it. 
Get  thee  glafs  eyes, 
And,  like  a  fcurvy  politician,  feem 
To  fee  the  things  thou  do'fl:  not. 
Now,  now,  now,  now.    Pull  off  my  boots:  harder, 
harder,  fo. 

Edg,  O  matter  and  impertinency  mixt, 
Reaion  in  madnefs ! 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Glo  tier ; 
Thou  muft  be  patient;  we  cam^e  crying  hither: 
Thou  know'ft,  the  firft  time  that  we  fmell  the  air, 
We  wawie  and  cry.    I  will  preach  to  thee  :  mark — 

Glo.  Alack,  alack  the  day! 

Lear.  Vv  hen  we  are  born,  we  cry,  that  we  are  come 
To  this  great  ilage  of  fools. ^  

Enter  a  Gentleman  <with  Attendants. 

Gent.  O,  here  he  is,  Jay  hand  upon  him ;  fir, 
your  moft  dear  daughter  

Lear.  No  refcue  ?  Vv  hat,  a  prifoner  ?  I  am  even 
Tlus  iiatural  fool  of  fortune.    Ufe  me  well, 

You 
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You  fhall  have  ranfom.    Let  me  have  furgeon?, 
1  am  cut  to  th'  brain. 

Gent.  You  fhall  have  any  thing. 

Lear.  No  feconds  ?  all  myfelf  ?  I  will  die  bravely. 
Like  a  fiuug  bridegroom.    What?  I  wilf  be  jovial  : 
Come,  come,  I  r.m  a  king.    My  mafters,  know  you 
that  ? 

Gent.  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  v/e  obey  you. 
Lear.  Then  there's  life  in'c. 

It  were  an  excellent  ftratagem  to  flioe  a  troop  of 
fcorfe  with  felt:  I'll  put  it  in  proof— no  noife!  no 
noifc!  nov/  will  we  fteal  upon  thefe  fons-in-law  ;  and 
then — kill,  kill,  kill,  kill.  [Exit  ivith  Gent. 

Glo.  The  king  is  mad.    How  ftilF  is  my  vile  fenfe 
That  I  ftand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  forrows  ?    Better  I  were  didra^ilt. 
And  woe,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lofe 
The  knowledge  of  itfelf — Ye  gentle  gods. 
Take  my  breath  from  me!  let  not  luifery 
Tempt  me  again  to  die  before  you  pleafe. 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  father. 

Gla.  Now,  good  fir,  what  are  you 

Etig,  A  moll  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortune's 
blov/s, 

Who  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  forrows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.    Give  me  your  hand, 
I'll  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

Gh.  Hearty  thanks  ! 

Enter  SieivarJ  ^ 

Stezu.  A  prorlaim'd  prize  !  moll:  happy  I 
That  eyelefs  head  of  thine  was  firft  framed  fiem. 
To  raife  my  fortunes.    Old,  unhappy  traitor, 
The  fword  is  out,  chat  mult  deflroy  thee. 

G/o.  Let  thy  friendly  hand  put  ftrength  enough  to't. 

Steiv.  Wherefore,  bold  peafant, 
Dar^ll  thou  fupport  a  pubUrti'd  traitor  f  hence. 
Left  I  dellroy  thee  too.    Let  go  his  arm. 

E.-/g.  Chill  not  let  go,  zir,  without  vurther  'cafion. 

Steuo.  Let  go,  Have,  or  thou  dy*ft. 

Edg,  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gate,  and  let  poor 
volk  pafs :  and  Vhud  ha'  been  zwaggeiM  out  of  my 
F  2  life. 


52  K  I  N  G   L  E  A  R. 

life,  'twould  not  ha'  been  zo  long  as  'tis  by  a  vort- 
night.  Nay,  come  not  near  th'  old  man  :  keep  out, 
©r  i'fe  try  whether  your  coftard  or  my  bat  be  the 
harder.  [Fight, 
Ste^v,  Out,  dunghill  !  [Edgar  knocks  him  do^ixjn. 
Slave,  thou  haft  flain  me:  oh,  untimely  death — 

[Dies. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well,  a  ferviceable  villain ; 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  millrefs, 
As  badnefs  would  delire. 
Glo.  What,  is  he  dead  ? 
Edg.  Sit  you  down,  fir. 
This  is  a  letter-carrier,  and  may  have 
Some  papers  cf  intelligence — what's  here  ? 

To  Edmund,  Earl  of  Glo'Lter.  [Reading, 
Let  our  reciprocal  vows  be  remembered.  You 
^'  have  many  opportunities  to  cut  him  oiF:  if  he  re- 
turn  the  conqueror,  then  am  I  the  prifoner,  and 
his  bed  my  goal  j  from  the  loathed  warmth  whereof 
*^  deliver  me,  and  fupply  the  place  for  your  labour. 

Your  (wife,  fo  I  would  fay) 
"  affedionate  Servant, 

G  O  N  E  R  I  L  L.'' 
Oh,  undiftlnguirti'd  fpace  of  woman's  will! 
A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  hufband's  life, 
And  the  exchange  my  brother.    Here,  i'th'fands 
1'hee  I'll  rake  up,  the  poft  unfan6lified 
Of  murth'roiis  letchers:  and  in  the  mature  time, 
With  this  ungracious  paper  ftrike  the  fight 
Of  the  death-praffis'd  Duke. 
Give  me  your  hand  : 

Come,  fir,  I  will  beftov/  you  with  a  ffiend.  [Exeunt, 


End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 


ACT 


KING  LEAR. 


55 


ACT  V. 
SCENE,    A  Chamber. 
Lear  ajleep  on  a  Conchy  Cordelia,  and  Attendants^ 
Cordelia. 

O Ye  kind  gods  ! 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abiifed  nature  \ 
Th'  untub'd  and  jarring  fenfes.  Oh,  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father ! 

PhyJ,  Be  by,  good  madahi,  when  we  do  awak>e 
him ;  . 

I  doubt  not  of  his  teniperance. 

Cor,  O  my  dear  father !  reftauration,  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips ;  and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  fift^rs 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made  f 

Phyf,  Kind  and  deareft  princefs ! 

Cor.  O  Regan !  Gonerill,  inhuriian  fifters  f 
Had  he  not  been  your  father,  thefe  white  flakes 
Did  challenge  pity  of  you.    Was  this  a  face 
To  be  expos'd  againft  the  warring  winds  ? 
To  ftand  againft  the  deep,  dread-bolted  thunder? 
In  the  moft  terrible  and  nimble  ftroke 
Of  quick,  crofs  lightning? — My  very  enemy's  dog, 
Tho'  he  had  bit  mie,  Ihould  have  flood  that  night 
Againft  my  fire  :  and  waft,  thou  fain,  poor  father, 
7  o  hovel  thee 

In  Ihort  and  mufty  ftraw?  Alack,  alack! 
'Tis  wonder,  that  thy  life  and  wits,  at  once, 
Had  not  concluded  all. — He  wakes;  fpeak  to  hiin. 

Phyf.  Madam,  do  you;  'tis  fitteft? 

Cor.  How  does  my  royal  lord?  how  fares  your 
Majefty  ? 

Ltar.  You  do  me  wrong,  to  take  me  out  o'ch' 
grave. 

Ha!  is  this  too ^^world  of  cruelty! 

Iknow  my  privilege;  think  not  that  I  will 
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Be  treated  like  a  wretched  mortal!  No. 
No  more  of  that! 

Cor,  Speak  to  me,  fir,  who  am  I  ? 

Lear.  Thou  art  a  foul  in  bhTs;  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear,  You  are  a  fpirit,  I  know ;  when  did  you  die? 
Cor.  Still,  ftill,  far  wide— 

fhyf.  He's  fcarce  awake;  he'll  foon  grow  more 
composM.  /  :  :     '  ./ 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  ?  Where  am  I  fair  day- 
light? 

Tm  mightily  abus'd  ;  I  fliould  even  die  with  pity. 
To  fee  another  thus.    I  know  not  what  to  fay  ; 
I  will  not  fwear  thefe  are  my  h^nds: 
Would  I  were  aflur'd  of  my  condition! 

Cor.  O  look  upon  me^  fir. 
And  hold  your  hand  in  benediction  o'er  me. 
Nay,  Sir,  you  mufl:  not  kneel. 

Lear,  Pray,  do  not  mock  me; 
I  am  a  very  foolifh  fond  old  man, 
Fourfcore  and  upward  i  ^nd  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear,  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind. 

Cor.  Ah  then  farewel  to  patience  !  witnefs  for  me, 
Ye  mighty  pow'rs,  I  ne'er  complain'd  till  now !  , 

Lear,  Methinks,  I  ihould  know  yoo,  arid  know 
this  man.     •        :  : 
Yet  I  am  doubtful:  for  rni^fnainly  ignoi-aWt, 
What  place  this  is;  and  all  the  fkill  I  have, 
Remembers  not  thefe  garments;  nay,  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  fleep  laft  night.    Do  not  laugh  at  me. 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think,  this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  O  my  dear,  dear  father  ! 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet?  yes  faith  ^  pray  do  not 
weep. 

I  know  I  have  giv'n  thee  caufe,  and  am  fo  humbled 
With  croffes  fince,  that  I  cou'd  afk 
Forgivenefs  of  thee,  were  it  poffible 
That  thou  cou'dft  grant  it  > 
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If  tliou  haft  poifon  for  me  I  will  drink  it, 
Biefs  thee,  and  die. 

Cor.  O  pity,  fir,  a  bleeding  heart,  and  ceafe 
This  killing  language. 

Lear.  Tell  me,  friends,  where  am  I? 

Phyf,  In  your  own  kingdom,  fir. 

Lear.  Da  not  abufe  me  } 

Phyf.  Be  comforted,  good  madam,  for  the  violence 
Of  his  diftemper's  paft  5  we'll  lead  him  in. 
Nor  trouble  him,  'till  he  is  better  fettled. 
Wii't  pleafe  you,  fir,  walk  into  freer  air  ? 

Lear.  You  muft  bear  with  me ;  pray  you  now,  for- 
get and  forgive  !  I  am  old  and  fooliili. 

[They  lead  htm  off. 

Cor,  The  gods  reftore  you ! — hark  I  hear  afar 
The  beaten  drum.    Oh !  for  an  arm 
Like  the  fierce  Thunderer's,  when  the  Earth-bora 
fons 

Storm'd  heav'n,  ta  fight  this  injur'd  father's  battle  F 
That  I  cou'd  fhiftmy  fex,  and  dye  me  deep 
In  his  oppofer's  blood !  but,  as  I  may. 
With  women's  weapons,  piety  and  pray'rs, 
ril  aid  his  caufe.— You  never-erring  gods 
Fight  on  his  fide,  and  thunder  on  his  foes 
Such  tempefts  as  his  poor  ag'd  head  fuftain'd  : 
Your  image  fufFers  when  a  monarch  bleeds ; 
Tisyour  own  caufe  ;  for  that  your  fuccours  bring; 
Revenge  yourfelves,  and  right  an  injur'd  king !  [Exit. 

Bafiard  in  his  Tent. 

Bafi,  To  both  thefe  fifters  have  I  fworn  my  love. 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  ftung 
Are  of  the  adder; — neither  can  be  held. 
If  both  remain  alive. — Where  ihall  I  fix  ? 
Cornwall  is  dead,  and  Regan's  empty  bed 
Seems  cafl:  by  fortune  for  me — But  bright  Gonerill, 
Brings  yet  untafl:ed  beau tyj  I  will  ufe 
Her  hufband's  count'nance  for  the  battle,  then 
Ufurp  at  once  his  bed  and  throne.       [Enter  Officers. 
:My  trufty  fcours,  you're  well  return'd ;  have  ye  def- 
cry'd 

The 
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The  ftrength  and  pofture  of  the  enemy  ? 

Off.  We  have,  and  were  furpriz'd  to  find 
The  banifli'd  Kent  return'd,  and  at  their  head  ; 
Your  brother  Edgar  on  the  rear;  old  Glo'fter 
(A  moving  fpeflacle)  led  through  the  ranks, 
\Vhofe  pow^'rful  tongue,  and  more  prevailing  wrongs. 
Have  fo  enrag'd  their  ruftic  fpirit,  that  with 
Th'  approaching  dawn  we  muft  expert  a  battle. 

Bajl,  You  bring  a  welcome  hearing.    Each  to  hrs 
charge;  «"j 
Line  well  your  ranks,  and  ftand  on  your  award. 
To-night  repofe  you  ;  and  i'th'  morn  we'll  give 
The  iun  a  fight  that  lliail  be  worth  bis  lifmg. 

\Exeiint. 

SCENE,  a  Valley  near  the  Camp. 
Enter  Edgar  and  Glocefter, 
"Eclg.  Here,  fir,  take  you  the  fhadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  hoft ;  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive : 
If  ever  1  return  to  you  again, 

rii  bring  you  comfort.  \Exit. 

Glo.  Thanks,  friendly  fir  ; 
The  fortune  your  good  caufe  deferves  betide  yon. 

An  Alarm^  after  luhich  Glocefter  fpenks. 
The  fight  growf  hot ;  the  whole  war's  now  at  work, 
Where's  Glo'fter  now^  that  us*d  to  head  the  fray? 
No  more  of  flielter,  thou  blind  worm,  but  forth 
To  th'  open  field  ?  the  war  may  come  this  way. 
And  crufli  thee  into  reft. — Here  lay  thee  down, 
And  tear  the  earth.    When,  Edgar,  wilt  thou  come 
To  pardon,  and  difmifs  me  to  the  grave  ? 

Retreat  founded. 
Hark!  a  retreat ;  the  king  I  fear  has  loft. 

Re-enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away,  old  man,  give  me  your  hand,  away  I 
Kiag  Lear  has  loft ;  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en : 
Give  me  your  hand.    Come  on! 

Gh.  No  farther,  fir ;  a  man  may  rot,  even  here; 

Edg.  What!  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?  men  muft  endiue 
Their  going  hence,  ev'n  as  their  coming  hither. 

G/o."Heaven's  will  begone  then!  henceforth  I'll 
endure  Afflidioa 
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Affli£Hon>  till  it  do  cry  out  hfelf. 

Enough,  enough,  and  die.  [Exeunt. 

Flourijh.   Enter  in  Conquejl^  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan, 
Baftard. — Lear,  Kent,  Cordelia,  Prifoners, 

Alh.  It  is  enough  to  have  conquer'd  ;  cruelty 
Shou'd  ne'er  furvive  the  fight.    Captain  o'th'  Guard, 
Treat  well  your  royal  prifoners,  'till  you  have 
Our  farther  orders,  as  you  hold  our  pleafure. 

Baft.  Sir,  I  approve  it  fafefl:  to  pronounce 
Sentence  of  death  upon  this  wretched  king, 
Whofe  age  has  charms  in  it,  his  title  more. 
To  draw  the  commons  once  more  to  his  fide^ 
^Twere  bed  prevent  

Alb.   Sir,  by  your  favour, 
I  hold  you  but  a  fubjedl  of  this  war. 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg,  That's  as  we  lift  to  ^race  him. 
Have  you  forgot  that  he  did  lead  our  pow'rs  \ 
Bore  the  commiiBon  of  our  place  and  perfon  ? 
And  that  authority  may  well  ftand  up, 
And  call  itfelf  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  fo  hot ! 
In  his  own  merit  he  exalts  himfelf^ 
More  than  in  your  addition. 

Enter  Edgar  difguis^d^ 

Alh.  What  art  thou  ? 

Edg,  Pardon  me,  fir,  that  I  prefume  to  flop 
A  prince  and  conqu'ror  ;  yet,  ere  you  triumph. 
Give  ear  to  what  a  ftranger  can  deliver 
Of  v/hat  concerns  you  more  than  triumph  can. 
I  do  impeach  your  general  tliere  of  treafon, 
Lord  Edmund,  that  ufurps  the  name  of  Glo'fter, 
Of  fouleft  practice  'gainft  your  life  and  honour  ; 
This  charge  is  true :  and  wretched  though  I  feenij 
I  can  produce  a  champion  that  will  prove 
In  fmgle  combat  what  I  do  avouch. 
If  Edmund  dares  but  truft  his  caufe  and  fword. 

Ed?n.  What  will  not  Edmund  darei*  my  lord,  I  beg 
You'd  inftantly  appoint 
The  place  where  I  may  meet  this  challenger, 

Whom 
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Whom  I  will  facrifice  to  my  wrong'd  ftme : 
Remember,  fir,  that  injar'd  honour's  nice,  ^ 
And  cannot  brook  delay  ! 

Alb,  Anon,  before  our  tent,  i'th' army's  view, 
There  let  the  herald  cry! 

Ei^g.   I   thank  your  highnefs  in  my  champion's 
name: 

He'll  wait  your  trumpet's  call. 

Alb.  Lead.  [Exit  Alb.  and  train, 

Edm.  Come  hither,  captain,  hark!  take  thou  this 
note  ;  [Giving  a  paper. 

One  ftep  I  have  advanced  thee !  if  thou  doft 
As  this  inftruds  thee,  thou  doft  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes:  know  thou  this,  that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is ;  to  be  tender-minded 
Does  not  become  a  fv/ord  j  my  great  employment 
Will  not  bear  queftion;  either  fay,  thou'It  do  t 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 
Capt.  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Edm*  About  it,  and  write  happy  when  thou'il:  done. 

[Exit^ 

Manent  Lear,  Kent,  Cordelia,  guarded. 

Lear,  O  Kent !  Cordelia  ! 
You  are  the  only  pair  that  e'er  I  wrong'd. 
And  the  juft  gods  have  made  you  witnefles 
Of  my  difgrace  ;  the  very  fliame  of  fortune. 
To  fee  me  chain'd  and  fhacklcd  at  thefe  years ! 
Yet  were  you  but  fpe6lators  of  my  woes,  . 
Not  fellow-fufrerers,  all  were  well. 

Cor,  This  language,  fir,  adds  yet  to  our  afflldlion. 

Lear,  Thou  Kent,  didil  head  the  troops  that  fought 
my  battle. 

Expos'd  thy  life  and  fortunes  for  a  mafter 
That  had  (as  I  remember)  banilh'd  thee. 

Kent,  Pardon  me,  fir,  that  once  I  broke  your  or- 
ders. 

Banifli'd  by  you,  I  kept  me  here  difguis'd 
To  watch  your  fortunes,  and  protect  your  perfon : 
You  know  you  entertain'd  a  rough  blunt  fellow. 
One  Caius,  and  you  thought  he  did  you  fervice. 
Lear.  My  trufty  Caius,  I  have  loft  him  too  ! 

•Twaa 
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"•Twas  a  rough  honefty.  [M^sefs. 

Kent.  I  was  that  Caius, 
Difguis'd  in  that  coarfe  drefs,  to  follow  you. 

Lear.  My  Caius,  too!  wert  thou  my  trufty  Cams? 
Enough,  enough.— 

Cor.  Ah  me,  he  faints  !  his  blood  forfakes  his  cheek. 
Help,  Kent  ! 

Le^r.  No,  no,  they  fliall  not  fee  us  weep. 
We'll  fee  them  rot  firft. — Guards,  lead  away  to  prifon. 
Come,  Kent ;  Cordelia,  come  ; 
We  two  will  fit  alone,  like  birds  i'th'cage: 
When  thou  doft  alk  me  blelfing,  Til  kneel  down 
And  afk  of  thee  forgivenefs;  thus  we'll  live  and  pray, 
And  take  upon  us  the  myftery  of  things, 
As  if  we  were  heav'n's  fpies. 

Cor.  Upon  fuch  facrifices 
The  gods  themfeives  throw  incenfe. 

Lear.  Have  I  caught  you? 
He  that  parts  us,  muft  bring  a  brand  fromheav'n  : 
Together  we'll  out-toil  the  fpite  of  hell. 
And  die  the  wonders  of  the  world ;  away ! 

[Exeunt  guarded. 

Flourijb,    Enter  before  the  Tents^  Albany,  Edmund, 
Guards  and  Attendants. 

Alb.  Now  Glo'fter,  truft  to  thy  fingle  virtue:  for 
thy  foldiers, 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharge :  now  let  our  trumpets  fpeak, 
And  herald  read  out  this.  ^  [Herald  reads. 

If  any  man  of  quality  within  the  litis  of  the  ar- 
^  my  will  maintain  upon  Edmund,  fuppcs*d  earl  of 
Glo'fber,  that  he  is  a  manifold  traitor,  let  him  ap- 
pear  by  the  third  found  of  the  trumpet ;  he  is  bold 
*'  in  his  defence. — Again,  again." 

[Trumpet  arjuoers  from  VQttbin* 
Enter  Edgar  armd. 
Alb.  Lord  Edgar! 
Edm.  Ha!  my  brother! 
The  only  combatant  that  I  cou'd  fear, 
For  in  my  breaft  guilt  duels  on  his  fide: 

But, 
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But,  confcience,  what  have  I  to  do  with  thee? 
Awe  thou  the  dull  legitimate  flaves:  but  I 
Was  born  a  libertine,  and  fo  I  keep  me. 

E(^g,  My  noble  prince,  a  word; — ere  we  engage, 
Into  your  highnels"  liands  I  give  this  paper ; 
It  will  the  truth  of  my  impeachment  prove. 
Whatever  be  my  fortune  in  the  fight. 

Alb,  We  ihall  perufe  it. 

Edg.  Now,  Edmund,  draw  thy  fword, 
That  if  my  fpeech  has  wrong'd  a  noble  heart. 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  juftice:  here  i'th'  prefence 
Of  this  high  prince,  and  this  renowned  lift, 
I  brand  thee  with  the  fpotted  name  of  traitor; 
Falfe  to  thy  gods,  thy  father,  and  thy  brother. 
And,  what  is  more,  thy  friend;  falfe  to  this  prince: 
If  then  thou  fiiar'ft  a  fpark  of  Glo'iter's  virtue, 
Acquit  thyfelf ;  or  if  thou  iliar'ft  his  courage, 
A-leet  this  defiance  bravely. 

Edm.  I  have  a  daring  foul,  and  fo  hav.e  at  thy  heart. 
Sound,  trumpet.  [^^g^^y  Ballard  falls. 

What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that  I  have  done  : 
And  more,  much  more  ;  the  time  will  bring  it  outi. 
'Tis  paft,  and  foam  I. 

Edg.  The  gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafani  Vices 
Make  inftruments  to  fcourge  us : 
The  dark  and  vicious  place,  where  thee  he  got, 
Coft  him  his  eyes. 

Edm.  Thou'ft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true. 
The  wheel  is  come  full  circle  ;  I  am  here. 
Yet,  ere  I  die,  fome  good  I  mean  to  do, 
Defpight  of  mine  ovrn  nature.    Quickly  fend 
(Be  brief,)  into  the  caftle  ;  for  my  order 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear  and  Cordelia. 
Nay,  fend  in  time. 

Edg,  Run,  run,  O  run  

Alb.  The  gods  defend  them !  bear  him  hence  a 
while.  [Exlra.  is  borne  off.  E.x€unt. 

SCENE,    A  Prifon. 
Lear  ajleepy  luitk  bis  Head  on  Cordelia^*  Lap. 
Cord.  What  toils,  thou  wretched  king,  haft  thou  en- 
dured. To 
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To  make  thee  draw,  in  chains,  a  fleep  fo  found  ? 

0  gods!  A  fudden  gloom  oerwhehns  me,  and  the- 

image 

Of  death  o'erfpreads  the  place. — Ha!  who  are  thefe  ? 
Enter  Captain  and  Officers  inith  Cords. 
Cabt.  Now,  firs,  difpatch  ;  already  you  are  paid 
In  part,  the  belt  of  your  reward's  to  come. 

Lear,  Charge,  charge,  upon  the  flank,  the  left  wing; 
halts. 

Puili,  pulTi  the  battle,  and  the  day's  our  own. 
Their  ranks  are  broken,  down-,  down  with  Albany  T 
Who  holds  my  hands. ^ — O  thou  deceiving  deep; 

1  was  this  very  minute  on  the  chace. 

And  HOW  a  pris'ner  here! — ^\Vhat  mean  the  flaves? 
You  will  not  murder  me? 

Cord.  Help,  earth  and  heaven  f 
For  your  fouls  fake,  dear  firs,  and  for  the  gods! 

Off,  No  tears,  good  lady  ; 
Come,  firs,  make  ready  your  cords. 

Czrd,  You,  fir,  Fil  feize, 
You  have  a  human  form,  and  if  no  prayers 
Can  touch  your  foul  to  fpare  a  poor  king's  life. 
If  there  be  any  thing  that  you  hold  dear. 
By  thf  ^  I  beg  you  to  difpatch  me  firft. 

Capt.  Comply  with  her  requeft ;  difpatch  her  fir  ft. 

Lear,  Off  hell-hounds,  by  the  Gods  I  charge  yon 
fpare  her; 

'Tis  my  Cordelia,  my  true  pious  daughter; 
No  pity? — Nay,  then  take  an  old  man's  vengeance. 
Snatches  a  Sivord,  and  kills  tivo  cf  them ;  the  reji  quit 
Cordelia,  and  turn  upon  him. 

Enter  Edgar,  Albany,  and  Guards. 

Edg.  Death !  hell  J  ye  vultures,  hold  your  impious 

hands. 

Or  take  a  fpeedier  death  than  you  would  give. 
Jib.  Gu:.rds,  feize  thofe  inftruments  of  cruelty. 
Gent.  Look  here,  my  lord,  fee  where  the  generous 
king 

Has  flain  two  of  'em. 
Lear,  Did  I  not,  fellow? 

G  Fve 
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Tve  feen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faulehlon 
I  cou'd  have  made  'em  fkip :  I  am  old  now, 
And  theie  vile  croffes  fpoil  me;  out  of  breath; 
Fie,  oh!  quite  out  of  breath,  and  fpent. 

Alb.  Bring  in  old  Kent;  and,  Edgar,  guide  you  hi- 
ther 

Your  father^  whom  you  faid  was  near;    [^Exit  Edgar. 

He  may  be  an  ear-witnefs  at  the  leaft 

Of  our  proceedings.  [Kent  bright  in. 

Lear.  Who  are  you  ? 
My  eyes  are  none  o'th'  beft,  1']]  tell  you  ftraight: 
Oh  Albany!  Well,  fir,  we  are  your  captives. 
And  you  are  come  to  fee  death  pafs  upon  us. 
\Vhy  this  delay? — Or  is't  your  highnefs'  pleafure 
To  give  us  firll  the  torture?  fay  ye  fo  ? 
Why  here's  old  Kent  and  I,  as  tough  a  pair 
As  e'er  bore  tyrant's  ftroke. — But,  my  Cordelia^ 
My  poor  Cordelia  here,  O  pity  her! 

Alb,  Thou  injur'd  Majefty, 
The  wheel  of  fortune  now  has  made  her  circle, 
And  bleffingsyet  ftand  'twixt  the  grave  and  thee. 

Lear,  Com'ft  thou,  inhuman  lord,  to  footh  us  back 
To  a  fool's  paradife  of  hope,  to  make 
Our  doom  more  wretched?  Go  to,  we  are  too  well 
/\cquainted  with  misfortune,  to  be  gull'd 
\Vich  lying  hope ;  no,  we  will  hope  no  more. 

Alb.  Know,  the  noble  Edgar 
Impeach'd  lord  Edmund,  fince  the  fight,  of  treafon, 
And  dar'd  him  for  the  proof  to  fingle  combat. 
In  which  the  Gods  confirm'd  his  charge  by  conqueft  j 
I  left  ev'n  now  the  traitor  wounded  mortally. 
Lear.  And  whither  tends  this  flory  ? 
Alb.  Ere  they  fought, 

Lord  Edgar  gave  into  my  hands  this  paper  5 

A  blacker  fcroll  of  treafon  and  of  luft 

Than  can  be  found  in  the  records  of  hell ; 

There,  facred  fir,  behold  the  character 

Of  Gonerill,  the  worft  of  daughters,  but 

More  vicious  wife. 

Cor.  Cou'd  there  be  yet  addition  to  their  guilt  \ 

What  will  not  they  that  wrong  a  father  do  ? 

Alb. 
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All,  Since  then  my  injuries,  Lear,  fall  in  with  thine^ 
I  have  refolv'd  the  fanie  redrefs  for  both. 

Kent,  What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Cor.  Speak,  for  methought  I  heard 
The  charming  voice  of  a  defcending  god. 

Alh,  The  troops,  by  Edmund  raised,  I  hare  dif- 
banded ; 

Thofe  that  remain  are  under  my  command. 
What  comfort  may  be  brought  to  chear  your  age. 
And  heal  your  favage  wrongs,  fhail  be  apply'd  ; 
For  to  your  majefty  we  do  refign 
Your  kingdom,  fave  what  part  youifelf  conferr'd 
On  us  in  marriage. 

Kent.  Hear  you  that,  my  liege  ? 

Ccr,  Then 'there  are  Gods,  and  virtue  is  their  care* 

Lear,  Is't  poflible  } 
l^et  the  fpheres  flop  their  courfe,  the  fun  make  halt^ 
The  winds  be  huih'd,  the  feas  and  fountains  reft  ; 
All  nature  paufe,  and  h'ften  to  the  change. 
Where  is  my  Kent^  my  Caius? 

Kent,  Here,  ray  liege. 

Lear.  Why  I  have  news  that  will  recall  thy  youth: 
Ha  !  didft  thou  hear't,  or  did  th'  infpiring  gods 
Whifper  to  me  alone?  old  Lear  fhall  be 
A  king  again. 

Alb,  Thy  captive  daughter  too,  the  wife  of  France^ 
Unranfom'd  we  enlarge,  and  fliall,  with  fpeed. 
Give  her  fafe  convoy  to  her  royal  huflband. 

Lear,  Cordelia  then  is  Queen  again.    Mark  that ! 
Winds,  catch  the  found, 
And  bear  it  on  your  rofy  wings  to  heav'n: 
Cordelia's  ftill  a  Queen. 

Re-enter  Edgar  nx:ith  Glocefter. 

Alh.  Look,  fir,  where  pious  Edgar  comes, 
Leading  his  eyelefs  father. 

Glo.  Where's  my  liege    conduct  me  to  his  knees, 
to  hail 

His  fecond  birth  of  empire:  my  dear  Edgar 
Has  with  himfelf  reveal  d  the  king's  bleft  reftauration. 
Lear.  My  poor  dark  Glo'fter! 
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Glo.  O  let  me  kiTs  that  once  more  fcepter'd  handf 
Lear,  Speak,  is  not  that  the  noble  fufF'nng  Edgar  ? 
Glo,  My  pious  fon,  more  dear  than  my  loll  eyes. 
EJg,  Your  leave,  my  liege,  for  an  unwelcome  mef- 
fage. 

Edmund  (but  that's  a  trifle)  is  expir'd. 

What  more  will  touch  you,  your  imperious  daughters, 

Gonerill  and  haughty  Regan,  both  are  dead, 

Each  by  the  other  poifon'd  at  a  banquet : 

This,  dying,  they  confefs'd. 

Cord.  O  fatal  period  of  ill-govern 'd  life  f 

Lear.  Ingrateful  as  they  were,  my  heart  feels  yet 
A  pjmg  of  nature  for  their  wretched  fall. 

Glo.  Now,  gentle  Gods,  give  Glo'fter  his  difcharge. 

Lear.  No,  Glo'fter,  thou  haft  bufmefs  yet  for  life^ 
Thou,  Kent,  and  I,  in  fv/eet  tranquillity 
Will  gently  pafs  the  evening  of  our  days ; 
Thus  will  we  talk,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
Ai  gilded  butterflies:  and  our  remains 
Shall  in  an  even  courfe  of  thoughts  be  pafs'd. 
My  child,  Cordelia,  all  the  Gods  can  v/itnefs 
How  much  thy  truth  to  empire  I  prefer! 
Thy  bright  example  iliail  convince  the  world 
(Whatever  ftorms  of  fortune  are  decreed) 
That  Truth  and  Virtue  fliall  at  laft  fucceed. 

[Exeunt  Omnes^ 
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